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A WY ſince it would be a 
Violence to my Dory and I's- 
CLINATION, ſhould any Thie 
that is mine be devoted elſe- 
err 179 58 
Ar was a Cuſtom of the Anci- 
ents, when they quitted a favou- 


rite Sci N to offer up their 
Arms or Inſtrument to ſome pro- 


per DEIT Y ; which though a 
Pagan "OO has not on } 4 
Chriftian Moral, but 1 hope may 
be a laudable Excuſe for ; my Amy 
bition. $5.44 
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MISCELLANY 


re TTL TY 


A Fable of Prato's Paraphrasd, 


inſcribed to the Su ef 9 the 
S—85— 


HE God's | One Time, as Poet's feign, 
Al Would Pl-aſure intermix with Pain; 
And perfectly incorp rate, ſo 
As one from t'other, none might know; 
That Mortals might alike partake 
The Good or Full, which they make. 
B In 
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In mighty Bowl, they put theſe twaing 
And ſtir'd, and ſtir d, but all in vain: 
Pleaſure | wou'd ſometimes float aloft,  - +. 

And Pain! keep Pleaſure down as oft ; 3 5 | 
Yet ſtill, from One another fly, = --f 2 
Deteſting eithers Company. 


The Gods! who ſaw they ſooner miglit 
Mix Fire and Water, and Night; 
Unanimouſly then decreed, 

They ſhou'd alternately ſucceed : 
Each others Motions ſtill prfſue, 
And a perpetual Round renew : 

Yet ſtill divided ſhould remain, 
Tho' link d together with a Chain. 


Thence comes it, that we never ſee 

Or perfect Bliſs, or Miſery : T; 
Each Happineſs, has ſome Alloy; 

And Grief, ſucceeded is by Foy. 

The happieſt Mortal, needs muſt own” 

Ile has a Time of Sorrow known , 


Nor 
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Nor can the pooreſt Wretch, deny, 
But in his Life h'as Felt a Fay. 


The Worſt on't is, that in this Chace 
They do not keep un equal Pace: 
Pleaſure ! by Minutes does appeat, 

But Pain ! /i lojters by the Tres 85 
aaa SCAR GARE Dd 
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Scornful Nymph, who Love wy 4, 
Saw Princes kneel in vain; | 
Their-low Submiſſions rais'd her Pride; 
And arm'd her with Diſdain. 
RN II, 
With peaceful Triumphs was ſhe bleſt 


wut 


Full many a happy Year, 
Nor Love ! nor Int eſt rouch'd her Breaſt, 
She liv'd as free as Air: » 


INE B 2 III. When 
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| IT. | : | 
When thus ſhe cried! I'Il ſtill enjoy 
My Apathy Divine; | 
Let Cupid other Hearts deſtroy, 


He dares not aim at Mine. 
IV. 


A Mind, which can it ſelf maintain 
So long from Paſſion free, 

Need never fear the fictious Reign 
Of ſuch an Enemy. 


. | 
But Lo! what comes of boaſted Strength, 
And ſelf ſufficient Pow'r ; 
This haughty Maid - muſt yield at Length, 
And own a fatal Hour. - 
f r. 
Cupid, tho' blind, inrag'd to hear 
His Sov'reignty defy'd, 
Did by his Mother's Beauty ſwears 
He'd mortifie her Pride. 


VII. "Tis 
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, - | oO 
"Tis now, quoth he, my Pow'r Til thow, 
And force thee to bey 
Jet thou in Love no Joy ſhalt know, 
But ſigh thy Life wax. 


VIII. | 
He ſaid— And choſe a golden Dart, 
Which pointed with Deſir ec 
Like Lightning peirc'd this ſtubborn Heart, 4 
And ſet her Breaſt on Fire. 
222 
A leaden Dart, he did deviſe 
To ſtrike the favour'd Swain, 
His Heart but touch'd, it turn'd to lee, 
And bounded Back again. 
1 
Since which, he fly's who ſhou'd purſue, 
And renders but Diſdain n 
And ſhe who ſcorn'd, is fain to Woo, 
But Woo's, alas in vain! 
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T 0 . very py Friend, The Re- 
verend Mr. Jonx Nonzts of 


— 


OUSE up my » Muſe ! enquire the Way, 
And to Heav'n's Laureat, Homage pay; 5 
But rev'rently approach his Shrine, 
The Place is hallow'd, he divine; 

And at his Feet, thy. humbleſt Off rings lay. / 
Preſumptuous Muſe!) What canſt — 
Worthy his Sight; or Ear? 

The Theam, requires a nobler Strain, 
Ah then defiſt ! Leaſt you profane, 
What moſt you would revere, 
Yet, ſomething whiſpers thus, Sure he 
That's'pais'd ſo near the Deity, 

Will like That too accept, Loye, and Humility, 
On this Aſſurance, tune thy Lyre, and ſing 
Of that celeſtial Bard, who ſung thy heav'nly King, 
I, Propi- 
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II. 
8 Fate aid Albion bleſs! 
And ere we wiſh'd, for what we now mah 
Or Norris did our Ile adorn, | 
Th' Almighty Word to Nature ſaid, 
Let a Man-child be born, 
And in our Likenefs made: 
The active Hand-maid ſoon obey'd, 
And while the j jarring Atoms ſtrove, 
Cull'd out the-fineſt Seeds with care, 
And in juſt Order did prepare 
An Entity all Love. 
Fearfully, and divinely wrought, | 
With all its Members to Perfection brought 
The noble Embryo lay. 
Only the better Part was wanting ſtill, 
But that exceeded, mighty Nature £ Skill, 
When Io! 5 
From Heaven's great Treas'ry came l 
A beatifick Ray, 
Excepting one, as bright a F lame 
ere ſubmitted to an earthly Frame. 


B 4 | Thus, 


8 Miſcellauy Pon us. 
Thus you, Sir, Heav'hs peculiar Care 
Of better Make, and more refit'd 

Than vulgar Mortals are; 
Heroickly, exalt your Mind, 


And viſit, whilft 98 re here, thoſe Realms you 
=> (left behind. 


Not Earth's graſs Atmaſphere, retards your 
(Flight, 


Nor can the duller Organs! intercept your Sight. 
| on” 
Procced, our r ſecond fal, bleſs us Aill 
With more Effects of thy 'well- temper 4 Quill; 
Teach us, in Dorick Numbers, Things ine j 
And perfect thy Deſi _. 
Thou, 0 alone canſt make agree 
Rough Wiſdom, and ſmoorh Harmony, 
In charming Numbers do'ft expreſs 
"2 pliiloſophick Energy, 
And we, in that ſaft 0 Dreſs 
Inſtruckive Ftbiths fee, 
Long had the ſacred Muſes cabtive been 
To Mans itmperious Sway, : 
_ Who rudely * them from their krines 
And 
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And made them Slaves, to. Luſt, and Spleen, 
They ſilent mourn for Man's: Offence; | 
And with Regret obeys: --- 7 

This the ingenious Cowley knew. 

And was the Muſes Champion tooʒ HI 

The Holy Banner he diſꝑlay d. 

A briſk Aſſault he mad; 
And had ſucceeded ſure, but twas reſerv d for you. 
Fetter'd, and pale they lay, worn out with: Pain, 
When pious Zeal did you inſpire ; 

Victorious Norris broke the Chain, 

And fav'd the Fainting Genii;: ready to expire 
But not content alone to ſet them free, 

Reſtor'd them to their Prince, and native Purity, 

With ſuch great Art, you all our Paſſions move, 

Refine our Senſual, to Seraphick Love; 

Calm our Ambition, in your * Arbour's Seat; 
Expyſeghe Vanity of being great; 
And; make us figh, for ſuch a bleſt Retreat |; 

But in your * Elevation, when we read, 


— 


** The Titles of ſome of his Miſcellany Poems. 
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-- Sothigh's your Flight, ſo ſwift your Speed, 
From Earth's Attraction freed: 
With you we mount, in bleſt Amaze, 
And on the beauteous Viſion gaze. 
4 We hear'the tuneful Spheres turn round, 
And our material Senſe is drown'd 
In Extaſy of Sound! 
All Joy, and Rapture then, we hardly know 
Whether tranſlated to that Bliſs, 7 
Or ſtill confin d below! 
| Oh come, ye facred vocal Choir | 
And liſten, to th! harmonious Lays 
| Of this great Prophet's Lyre : 
1 Come, join the Chorus, to your Maker's Praiſe; 


And crown * younger Brother, with immortal 
27010 | | - (Bays ! 
1 | TE. 
F orgive, bleſt Saint, an uninvited Muſe! 
Grant her your Pray'rs, and her bold Zeal excuſe, 
| "Not blame c our Wiſhes, tho' alas they be 
| Meer! in juries to thee! 


v2 4! ! ; You 
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ou long to be diſſolv d, and reign above 
Free, in your Native Sphere : 
Bout we, lo ſelfiſ l is our Lope, 
Beg your Continuance here: 
And earneſtly deſire you ſhould hows 
Your Flight to Heav'n; till we have learn't the 


Wond'rous good Man] how pious is your Cafe! 
How ſweetly you-th' Almighty's Love declare! 
And for thoſe Joys, our earthly Minds prepare. 
Your bright Ideas make appear, 
"Tis God alone we ought to know ; + _- ' 
That no true Happineſs 1s here, 
But what from him does for. 
Ah fill, your charitable Ends purſue! 
Divine; Philoſopher; and Poet too; 
What can't ſuch Union do? 
But hold! Preſumptuous Maſe retire, 
Bluſhing rejoice! and ſilently admire: 
ee ; how the taviſh'd Angels crouding com, 
Ther mortal Praiſe be dunbll!i 
| reds Mice” on of Bey 
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To the moſt i tugenzons Mrs. San an 
Hoaptey ö | excllom in N 
ng, Fo LY S119595 IRC: 5 | 


iN, 


1 Luftrious mph whoſe pow 'rful Art 
Attracts the Sight, yet wounds the Heart, 
Permit a Stranger Muſe to raiſe | 


A Trophy, form'd of Love, and Praiſe : 


For who ſuch various Charms can ſee, 
And not their jaſt Admirer be? 
Or who can filently admire 


The pleaſing Object of Deſire? 


Whether with curious Eyes we trace 
The ſhining Beauties of your Face; 
Or in a freer Converſe i, 
Bleſt with the Sweetneſs of your Wit ; 
Such Graces are in both deſcry' d, 


We to their Force ſubmit with Pride, 


And can't forbear to ſpeak your Due; 


Tho' we could almoſt envy too. 


But 


But Oh! when in your artful Haujd. 
The ſprightly Pencil you command; 
What crouding Miracles ariſq̃, dT 
And ſeize us with unknown Surprize> 
Kneller's bold Strokes, Le Bruns Deſign, 
With Caſabon's ſoft Touches join; 
And feaſt us with a new Delight, 


Whilſt you their ſeveral Charms unit? 
And with inimitable Grace. 
Reveal the Paſſions thro the Face. 2 
The ſpeaking Eyes ſuch Luſtre dart; 2 
Such Symmetry's i in every Part; — 
That were Pigmalion here, he'd own 


His Workmanſhip by yours outdone : 

For when with Pleaſure he ſurvey d 

The Beauties of his Iv'ry Maid, 

He mourn'd, Alas! his Want of Art 

A lively Motion to impart. = 
But you, ſuch quickning Strokes improve, 
Each Figure ſeems to live, and move, 2 


And 


Id Miſcellany POE Ns. 
And with it's Looks our Steps purſue, 
While as we turn for better View, | 
They ſmiling ſeem, to change their Poſture: too. 
The Scepticks here have juſt Pretenee 
To doubt the Certainty of Senſece 
Which at a Diſtance, ſcauce can tell 1/7 


| The Copy, from th' Original: fis d baf 
4 But let them ceaſe. their dubious Strife, % 
1 Your Works in this excced the Life: 
| For when th'-Ofiginal appears Ac los 
| Quite alter'd, with the Weight, of Tears, | 
| No faint Remains of Beauty ſeen, 
4 Your DI will ſhew, what once, b m. 
1 been, 
Proceed bright Nywph, and may impartial, 


(Fame, 
Thro' Earths wal Round, petpetuate thy Name 
May no ſad Tlioughts thy ſtudious Soul moleſt! 
1 Nor houſehold Cares, diſturb tliy peaceful Breaſt 5 
But Providence upon thy Labours ſmile, _ 
Thou laſting Glory of our Sex and Ifle / 


T; 


W ritten in 1 ok MY'S Treatiſe of per- 
Neabve. 


| Mapan, Eh — 
Ermit this Author, at your e Hours 3 
To teach the Force of Geometrick Pow' 153 4 
How nat'ral Objects ſhew, at Point of Sight; 
Where Shadows ſink, and where reflect the Light: 
How imperceptive Lines, juſt Rays diſpence; 
And where the Baſis, bounds the Incidence, 
This, and much more, he offers to the View, 
But Life, and Colour, he refers to you! 
To theſe, his weaker Art claims no Pretence, 


But yields to yours the juſt Preheminence. 
If you, Superiour, on his Labours ſmile, 
Approve the Senſe, and not diſlike the Style; 
Then, will he chearfully his Rules impart, 
And what you know by Nature prove by Art. 


On 
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wo Mrs. Di- RIDGEMAN 2 


"VL Playing un LG But. 


HEN Mu/idora ** the Lyre, 
Such Heav'nly Charms deſcend; | 


As more than humane Joys inſpi _— 
And all our Cares unbend. E 
Mo II. 


Ye Pow'rs! what conſtant Time the keeps: | 
What Graces does Improve > 
Yet with ſuch Eaſe, She ſeems to ſleep, 
The Strings by Iuſtin& move. | 


III. 


Each Touch of hers, each thrilling Shake 
Our Paſſions doth ſubdue, 

The Fierce are calm'd, the Gen'rous wake, 
And pleaſing Thoughts renew. 


IV. Not 
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„ Ae OT e IN.. SY, * 
Not Orpheus ſelf with all his Art, 
Nor great Apollo's Lays, 
Could with ſuch, Pow r invalc the Heart, 
Or ſuch Emotions raiſe. : 


* 


V. 
But Ah! ſo britle is our Frame, 
We muſt with Haſte away, ; 
Leſt, as the Flies that ſport with Flame, 
We periſh by our Stay. . 
„ ek 
For Oh ! ſuch Harmony as this, 
What Mortal can ſuſtain ? 
Like Lightning, piercing is the Bliſs, 5 
And melts the Vital Chain. | 


nv n 


Ceaſe! . thoſe fpeaking OF to ils | 


Our Souls ate wound ſo high, 
Unleſs you lay the Lyre aſide, 


We fall ih Rapture die, 
| N 


* 
bo Oh 


* 4 


The 
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The DREAM. 
An Epiſtle to Mr. D&yDex. 


TT HEN yet a Child, I read great Virgil o'er, 


And figh'd, to ſee the harb rous Dreſs he 
[wore 


The Pliraſe how awkward, how abſtruſe the Senſe! 
And how remote from Roman Eloquence ! 

And mov'd, to ſee his lofty Epick Rhymes 

By murd'ring Pens debas'd, to doggrel Chimes z 
Ye, ſacred Maids, cried I, How long ? and why 
Muſt Virgil under Engliſh Rubbith lye? 

He, who can charm in this Exotick Dreſs, 

What Beauties muſt his native Tongue expreſs? 


To give Him whole, will non exert their skil 


Ah barren Iſle! not One, one gen'rous Quill, 
$ 
But who tranſlate incorrigibly ill? 


Then pauſing here, I fell into 2 Dreain, 
If I may call it ach ? and this the Theam. 
Methoughts 


Miſcellany Po Ex MS. tg 
Methoughts I did the Delybict Fane beliold, 
The Doors, and Roof, were all of burniſh'd Gold, 
The Floor, and Walls of Parian Stohe were built, 
And theſe, with ductile Gold, were finely gilt. 
Above three Hundred Lamps ſhone in the Place, 
And twice fix Altars, did the Temple grace; 

A golden Tripos, in the Midſt aroſe; 

But O!] what Pen it's Luſtre can diſcloſe? 
So nicely grav'd, ſo lively ev'ry Part, 
Nature her ſelf was here out done by Art. 


The meaneſt Baſis was of coſtly Wood, 
And, on it's Summit, bright Apollo ſtood ! 


An azire Mantle did his Arms inveſt, 
His golden Lyre, he held before his Breſt. 
A Silver Bow was on his Shoulder bound, 


And with chaſte Daphne's Leaves, his Head was 
(cr own'd. 


Ruddy his Cheeks, and flowing was his Hair, 
All dazling bright he look' d, and exquiſitly Fair. 
Around him, ſage Memoria's Daughters ſat; 

And all the Graces at his right Hand wait. 


Then up Calliope aroſe, who ſings 


Of mighty Poets; and of mighty Kings: 
LY | 8 Her 
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Her lovely Breaſt, with her fair Hand the ſtroke, 
And after due Obeiſance, thus ſhe ſpoke. 


Thou Great Direfor ies our triple Trine! 
Thou, who inſtructed us, and made us thine! 
Haſt thou forgotten? when my firſt born Son, 
My deareſt Orphens, Pluto's F avour won; 
And how, for too much Kindneſs to his Wife, 
He was by Bacchannals depriv'd of Life; 

Who tore his Limbs, in Hæhrus caſt his Head, 
Which ſ weetly ſang his Elogy tho Dead: 2 

T was then, you chear'd me, bid me dry my Eyes, 
And ſaid, from me, another Swan ſhould riſe: 
When Virgil's born, he ſhall thy Joys reſtore, 
And, for thy Orpheus, thou ſhalt weep no more. 


"Twas faid ! 'tis done! and Virgil calm'd my? 
Brea, | 


With Eagles Wiogs, he foar'd above the Reſt; | 
And Orpheus. Spirit, doubly he poſleſt, | , 
But now twelve Cent'ries paſt, I've cauſe to mourn 
To ſee my Virgil's Works thus maul'd and torn, 
By French, Dutch, Encliſh, and each ſtupid Drone, 
Burleſq' d, obſcur'd, and in Traveſty ſhown. 


Poor 
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Poor mercenary Pens attempt for Gain, 
And hungry Wits his ſacred Lines profane | 
Tis thus, they ſully, thus diſgrace his Name; ; 
Andn not one gen rous Bard, i is left to clear his Fame. 
Hold! he reply'd, there s one has Senſe and Truth, 
That! is my Creature, he ſhall right the Youth, 
New poliſh Maro; Maro s ſoul expreſs; 


And cloath him in a more becoming Dreſs. 

And thou bold Girl! (to me) haſt done amiſs, 

To call that barren where my Dryden is; 5 

He whom l have ordain'd, by certain Doom, 
To honour Britain, more, than Virgil Rome : 

And with the ſelf ſame voice, Eternal F ame, 

Dryden and Virgil's glory ſhall proclaim. 


Thegrateful Muſe, profoundly bow'd her Head, 
And I fill trembling, wak'd, at what was ſaid: 
Dryden cried Il ev'n then, I knew your Name; 
(For who was Ignorant of Dryden's Fame?) 

"Tis he ! 'tis only he the Work muſt do, 

Then in ſome Years I found the Viſion true, 
And ſwiftly caught the Pleſſing as it flew. 

C 3 The 
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The Death of Friends, firſt gave my Muſe 3 Birth, 
But you, Sir, rais'd her grow ling from the Earth: 1 
You taught her Numbers; and you gave her Feet; 
And you ſet Rules, to _ Poetick Heat: 

If there is ought in me deſerves that Name, 

The Spark was light at mighty Dryden Flame: 
But ne er yet bleſt with wy great Maſter 5 Sight, 
I fear you'll think it Impudence to write, 
Forgive me Sir, I long'd to let you know 

How much your Pupil to your Works does owe; 
Her Muſe is yours, and is at your Command, 
But envies thoſe that in your preſence ſtand, 


Miſceltiny Po E Ms. 


To the Same. 
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On his Tranſlation of VIRGIIL. 


H“ L mighty Dryden ! thou Great King of | 


Hail wond'rous Bard! to thee we all ſubmit. 
Thy Eagle Muſe, unanimous we greet, 

And lay our Lawrels at thy conq'ring Feet. 
Admire the Man! the Genius more admire! 


it, 


Bleſt with his Thought, and raviſh'd with his Lyre! 
Harmonious are his Numbers, ſtrong his Lines: 


Thro' all his Works a brillant Luſtre ſhines, 
But in this one, he has for us done more, 
Than all the Bards our Iſle produc'd before. 


Some mangling Pens eſſay'd, but try'd in vain, 
Traduc'd their Author, and were read with Pain. 
The mighty Taſk was kept for him by Fate, 


And none but Dryden, Virgil could tranſlate. 


C 4 Proceed 
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Proceed Great Man, immortal Verſe purſue, 
Bleſs us with that, while we Bleſs Fate for you, 
For Homer, long dcfir'd, we now implore! 
Thank for what's paſt; and humbly beg far N 


Tis bold Petitioning, and I Muſt Fork | 


We merit not thoſe Favours. you have ſhow n ( 
To this ungrateful, undeſerving _— « 14 
Vet, like the Sun, you lib' rally diſpence 3 


On Good, and Bad, your powerful 3 
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Jo the Same. 


On his FaBLEs 28. 


OW long muſt Homer \ unaveng d complain ? 


How long ſhall Albion join her Pray'rs in 
215 Vain; > 


Ere you, Great . his injuries red reſh, © 

And in good Language all his Soul expreſs, 
Alas L this little Taſte you now beſtow, 

But gives us Wonder, and his Want does ſhow, 
| The 
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The Wiſdom of the Antients you rehearſe, 

And cloath their Fables in Heroick Verſe: 1 

1 weetly, you, thoſe Erhick Tales convey, 

We love the Moral, for the charming Lay zA 

And, in this Work, if ought for Cenſure calls, 

"Tis, that you give not t more Obginals. 

Oh mighty Dryden ! once more ſhew thy * 
Exert the Powers of thy wond' rous Quill, 
Redeem thy paſlive Sire from harb' rous Style A 
And gen rouſly oblige thy Native Ie: a 
Conſider, Sir, who begs, then pray comply; 3 
Shall Albion always ask, and Albions Son deny? df 


—— m 
From the FR EN CH, 


PP eratitude ! on Sor reign, * the Ta. 

From whom all Evil till derives its Birth ; 
Vaſt is thy Empire, boundleſs 1s, thy Sway, 7 
And unaſſiſted Nature muſt obey, bo | 
Frail are our Memories, except in ill, 


And for good Turns receiv d, we want a Will: 
What 
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What Enemies we have, on Braſs we grave, 
But write our Benefactors on a Wave. | 


NEO 
1 80 o NG. 


F Ilan, and his Maid” 
Will drive. a lewd Trade, 


* 
. 


# & * tft % 


Can a Neighbour, 1 pray you, prevent it? 
May they foon be reclaim'd, 

Or fin on, and be ſham'd, 

As for me I ſhall never attempt it. 


II. 


When a Wife ſhall procure, 

To make her Spouſe ſure, 

And think it a lawful Vocation 

May the P—x, or dry Blows 
Demoliſh her Noſe, 

And her Countenance ſhew her Profeſſion. 


III. Oh 


ee we OE 1 


III. 


Oh Women | Oh Wi ife | „ 
Thou doſt lead a ſad Life; | SY 
And well thou deſerv'ſt i it, for certain, 1 
To, Pimp for the: Shread, e ee : * 
Of a Cobler's Thread: 
8o fare thee well Goody: Martin. 


2 
— 


SATYA againſt Man. : 


Written on the Defire of a F 2 
Ernicious Race! with ev'ry Vice + 
The leaſt of Comforts, but of Plagues FR 


P (worlt ; 
What Wickedneſs has ever yet ws nam'd, 
That is not in each ſingle Man contain'd ? 
Man !- who was firſt created Lord of all, 
And ſeated Monarch of this earthly Ball, 
Till Devil-like, unlawful Means he try'd, 
And loſt his Soy reign Power thro' his Pride. 
Ub 'Twas 
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Twas then, diveſted of each God - like Grace, 
Unmanly Paſſions fill'd the vacant Place : 
And from the Checks of faithful Conſcience freed, 
Did ſoon his Helliſh Precedent exceed: 
The wretched Race their Parents Steps pürſue, f 


Old Crimes re· act and eck em out t with flew. 
AT: 


Wolves, Bears, . and Typers. ned no more, be 
(fear d; 


For x they are gentle, if with Men compar d. 

At open War uot Humane Kind they ſtrive, 
But to defend. 0. or keep themfelbes alive: 

But Iſen in Peate, with friendly Love profeſt, 
Smile when they kill, and hug where they deteſt, | 
The Crocodiles of Egypt they out- do, 9 
And prove the verier Serpents of the two. 
Oer all the World their Vices they diſperſe, 
And load with Crimes tlie burthen'd Univerſe. 
Oh! thatſome pitying Pow'r would kindly deign 
T anniliilate the Sex, or change their Name 

To ſome emphatick Word, whoſe awful Sound 


Might ſhow their N rrew and them with Shame 
| (confound. 


97 J For 


* 
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For Man no longer with their Nature ſuits, 
Since they are Devils grown, as well as Bruter. 


LL Me eee A 9 


To the Pans Maney of 
Mrs. Diana BRIDGEMAN: 


As ODE. g 


NCE more, forſaken Muſe, thy Hel afford! 
Reſume thy long neglected Lyre ; ' // 
Once more the Cruelties of Death record, 
And with juſt Grief,” each Reader's Heart inſpire. 
'Tis Misſidora claims thy NE 1 
Dear Object of thy Tear; 
Ere while the Patron of thy Joys, 
And Partner of thy Cares 
To Muſidora, who could condeſcend 1 
To be, as well as to be call'd a Friend; a] 


And to thy worthleſs Lays, wou d her Artention 
TW 


This grateful Tribute's Due 
At once thy Theam, and Inſpiration too. 


II. O 
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i 1 201 
O pow'rfidl Love ! what Wonders canſt thou do 
Not the vaſt Æthers Space between, 
Or num'rous Worlds which intervene, 
Can ſhade her from my View. 
Abſent from Earth, but preſent to my Mindz 
Her lov'd Remembrance fills my Breaſt : 
Whether I ſleep, or wake, I'm ſure to find, 
In her bright Form, an intellectual Feaſt, 
1 Methinks I ſee her beauteous Face, 
i Serene, compos'd, and kind, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Native Grace, 
Expreſſive Index of her brighter Mind: 
With mental Looks I ſtill purſue 
The dear Idea, till the Night 


Shuts up my Eyes: in Sleep, and clouds the charms 
(ing Sight : 


Then lively Dreams reſtore the pleaſing Scene; 
The daily Viſion's ated o'er again, 
And Repetition heightens the Delight: 
Till ſtruck with Horrour, and amazing Fear, 
I ſee grim Death appeat, 
Advancing 
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Advancing cloſely to ſecure his Prey; 
And with inſidious Graſp, to ſteal the Prize away. 


III. 


Deceit ful Traytor ! firſt to ſeize that Hand 
Which did obſequious Harmony command; 
Harmonia bluſh'd, to be excell d, 

Yet duteous Homage paid, 
And chearfully obey d, 
Each dark Receſs, each vondrous Path r. reveal d, 

Nor ſecret Grace, or Charm conceald; 

But own d her Sovreign of the tuneful 11 

Her artful Hand ne er touch d the Lyre, 

But ſoft Enchantment ſpread around; 
Each Breaſt ſhe did with Joy inſpire, 


And evry liſt ning Ear was raviſhd with the 
(Sound. 


Slow Diſeaſe, and tort ring Pain, 
Try d their Force, but tryd in Vain, 
For while ſhe play d, afflicted Senſe 
Charm 'd by the thrilling Excellence, 
Nor Sickneſs felt, nor Pain. 


Fierce 
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Fierce Paſſions at her Notes were Mute, 
And fled the Heav'nly Sound, 
Like David, ſhe but touch d the Late, 
And all was Peace around. 
For with a skilful, abſolute Controul, 


She Rul'd each ſecret Spring \thar agitates 50 
(Soul. 


. 


1 * 


So Great the b orce of Hormony, 


Thar ſure, 0 Death! it would have conquer d 
(che; 
Made thee, who conquerſt all | 


An humble Captive fall; 
Hadſt thou not firſt, in rigid Bands 
Chain'd down her ſoft melodious Hands; 
And ſtole thy Victory. 
Invading next her Tongue! 
That Tongue, which could fo well diſpence 
WWiſdom's moſt pow rful Floquence , 


„ 


Few were its s Words, yet 211 of wondrous 
| (Force 


For Truth; an! W; 2 must be Conquerours, 
This 
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This, next, the Tyrant made his Prey, 
And Silence did command, 
Dumb ! the inſtructive Organ lay; 
Touch'd by his Iron Hand. 
Nor.parting Word, could ſpeak, for our Relief, 


Yet with condoling Eyes, ſhe ſeem d to feel our 
| (Grief, 


V; 
But 2h ! too ſoon, that ſmalleſt Comfort fled, 
The vie Pow'rs no more defend, 
Their noble Seat the Head. 
Slowly, the Crimſon Flood rolls on, 
And ſtagnates as it goes; 


r 


5 n 
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2 Too faſt, the Silber Lympb does run, 
And all the Brain o erflows. 
Thus have we known a Tyrant Prince, 


In Perce, a Fort ſurprize: 
The Foes unlook d for, ſeize the Wall, 
The Garrifon oer-number'd Fall, 
A ſilent Sacrifice. 


* She Dying of an Apoplexy: 


D VI. With 
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VI. 


With Muſidera dend, 


Oh! who can tell what wondrous Charms ate 
(fled > 


That 8 Preſence, that majeſtich Mein 
That lovely Perſon, and that Mind ſerene : 
That native Sweetneſs, and the Converſe free: 
That gen rous Candour, that Humility : 
That tune ful Hand, thoſe dear engaging Eyes, 
The Graves irrevocable Prize; 
Are now, alas, no more 
Lament in vain we may, but never can reſtore | 
Could Sighe, and Tears, our Loſs regains 
They ſhould for ever flow; 
But Sig he, and Tears, alas, are vain | 
Nor Profit the Deceas' d. nor mitigate our We £ 


* Such Turns are not. of Gl Chance, but dated | from on 
(High, 


She muſt no more to us deſcend, but we to her 
(ſhall fly. 


Wh r 


* Her own for ii when talen Ill. 
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Each fleeting Day, this Union Haſtes, 
And Li fe ebbs out a- pace. 
So ſiſter Streams, thro diff rent Ways 
Their winding Courſes run, 
Till they regain their native Place, 
And in their Parent Ocean's Arms embrace, 
And meet, and mingle, where they firſt begun. 
VII. 
As dying Saints, and Martyrs often find 
An Antepaſt of Heav'n below : 
And on the Verge of Life, the tow'ring Mind 
Grows more enlarg'd, as tis from Earth refin'd, 
And does with ſacred Inſpiration glow. 
So in the Height of perfect Health and Eaſe, 
She did prophetickly her End foretel : 
For oh! her Firmneſs was not leſs than Theſe, 
Nor Theſe in Piety could her excel. 
Unmovd with vain Applauſe, or gaudy Show 3 
Such trifling Things, ſhe wiſely caſt below: 
Her Hear born Mind, poſſeſt a nobler View, 
And with a ſteddy Zeal, the Proſpect did purſue. 
mich dez: D 2 But 
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But reſting not on Theory alone, | 
Her Principles, were in the Practice ſhown 
The Sick ſhe viſited, the Poor reliev'd, 
And Aged Widows by her Bounty livd : 
Yet did fo ſecretly her Alms diſpence, 
They fell unſeen, like Gifts of Providence. 


O true Philoſuphy ! which ſtrove to know 


That only Good, whence ſecond Cauſes flow; 
That could ſo well the End of Life purſue, 
And, thro' the Creatures, the Creator view. 

Thus piouſly intent, Virgin, and Wife, 
Bhe paſsd with juſt Renown; 

Parent, and Widow, ev ry State of Life 
Did with inimitable Luſtre crown: 
Endleſs it were, each ſhining A to tell, 
Where Life was one continued Miracle, 


| VIII. 
But lo! 


What new born Light adorns the radiant Sky, 


And gilds it with a brighter Galaxy ? 


While gentle Zephirs fin the fruitful Earth, 


And with ſweet Incenſe, celebrate the Birth. 
Tis 


1s 
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'Tis ſol tis ſo ! look up with raviſh'd Eyes, 
And view the glorious Scene with vaſt Surprize : 
See Mufidora does appear ] 
Her Guardian Angel wafts her thro the Air, | 


How dazling Bright the looks > how exquiſitely 
(Fair 2, 


A ry Diadem adorns her Brow, 
Immortal Glories from her Temples flow : 


4 
15 oh! that pirying Glance was ſent to us be. 
(low. } 


a1 Orbs in tuneful Numbers move; 
Celeſtial Forms deſcend to ſhow their Love; 


And, with angelick Hymm the Harmony im- 
(prove. 


——ä—̃— 


Welcome, thrice happy Saint, they cry, 
From Earth's dark Priſon freed; 
Mount glorious and triumphantly 
The Place for Thee decreed : 
See, where the Great Cecilia fits, 
And ſmilingly looks down; 
With Joy thy Partnerſhip invites 
To Share her Seat, and Crown. 


D 3 Oh 
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Oh happy Pair! come join your wond'rous Lays, 

And help us to reſound our Great Creator's Praiſe. 
IK. f 

Here ſtop my Muſe no more this Flight purſue; 

An intervening Cloud forbids thy View: 

No more, thy happy Friend, unjuſtly mourn, 

Nor with mean Verſe, prophane her ſacred Urn: 

Her Merits far thy feeble Voice tranſcend, 

Then fear to leſſen what thou wouldſt commend : 

Her fragrant Deeds will beſt her Name perfume, 

And raiſe, in ev'ry Breaſt, an everlaſting Tomb, 


So 


& * e Oo eh ue ae n i S : 
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An Epitaph on T1 HEeoPniLus 
EATON a, a Middleſex Ju- 
ſtice, who kept ub Clerk. 


Eader ſtop, here lies the Duſt 
Of Theophilus the Juſt; 
Who, to hinder taking Bribe, 


Was himſelf both Judge and Scribe, 


What 
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What think ye then? Was not his Fate 
Partial, and hard, the World-ingrate > 
To make's Commiſſion four Times null, 
For dealing Juſtice to the full—— | 


ole ISAS IS ACCIS AS AS ERISA ICIS CMS 1 ee 


Ep. 47. Lib. 10. Of Mag TIAL 
Paraphras'd, inſcribed to the 
Right Honourable, 'EL.1ZABETH, 
V ice-Counteſs of Doneraile. 


\ HAT makes dull Life roll on with Eaſe > 
What makes the bitter Potion pleaſe? 
Beauty, which vain Men adore, * ; 
Glorious Titles, bended Knees, 3 
Bags of Sov'reign Indian Oar; 
Is there Content in theſe ? 
Ah, Madam, no! tis all in vain 
We ſigh, defire, complain: 
Much indeed is due to Fate, 
But more unto our ſelves, to gain, a happy State. 


D 4 IL If 
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II. 
If bounteous Heav'n is pless d to lend . 
A little Country Seat; bat 
And bleſs us with 2 faithful Friend; © 
In that-obſcure Retreat: _ 
Where free from Noiſes of the Town, 
And unmoleſted by the Gown : 1 
Pleas'd with what's our Lot to l 
Nor wiſh to be, but what we are: N 
Modeſt Knowledge, temp 'rate Fare, 
Health of Body, peace of Mind, 
And Slumbers void of Care 1 
Nor Fear, nor raſh Deſire of Death: 
Yet when th' Almighty calls us hence, 
Can chearfully with Life diſpenſe, 
And offer up our Breath, 
Whos'e'er, tho' poor, this Diſpoſition gains, 
Lord of himſelf, the nobler World, he reigns, 


N . 


To 


Miſellry Pots. 4 


2 


EN CC. 
wy pri — Memur 7 of | 
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Inſcribed to Mrs, EI LZABET 1 "Capra 
, of Oundle, Northamptonhire. 


© —— 


F T. US Heav' ordains! nor * we to 
| Cen 


Almighty Pow'r, and Wiſdom abſolute, 

But oh l who: can, fowaſt a Loſs ſaſtain? » +> 7 
Who can ſupport ſuch Grief, and not complain? 
Pride of thy Ser; 'oh who ftam Thee can part, 
Without a + Voice, 28 well as bleeding 


ME W331 0808 (Heart ? 
To ſpeak thy Preiſe, will yield us no Relief, 
The more thy Worth, the greater is our Grief : 


But, ſince thou'rt gone, and all thy Beauty lies 
Hid in the Shades of Death from mortal Eyes; 


My 


My faithful Muſe, ay vulgar Motives free, 
Shall tell the World, what they have loſt in hee; 


Thatall ma y dleſs my l * 1 may grieve 
Aike me, 


yo — 


So Lovely was her Face, ſo ſweet her Mien; | 
So mild her Looks, her Temper ſo ſerene ; 
Could 77 irtue, in an humane Shape appear, 
Thus, would the look; this, be the Form ſhe'd wear, 
Fair, as ſhe was, ſhe Beauty's Praiſe declin d 
More lovely ſtill, in Her ſuperiour Mind ; ; Þ 
Bleſt with an eaſy Wit, yet ſolid Senſe, +. 
Few were her Words, but great their Influence: 
Mature in Judgment, though in Years but young, 
Slow to reſolve, in Reſolution ſtrong. TIT 


800 Modeſt, that ſhe knew no Guilty thought, 
Nor ever bluſh'd, but for another's F zult: 
Unſkill'd in all the faſhionable Arts 
Affected Beauties uſe, to conquer Hearts; 

Her nobler Soul, fach Methods did diſdain, 
And o'er her Paſſions only, ſought to reign: 


Which 
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Which modeſt Negligence adorn A her more, Hap 
Than all thoſe other num ros Charms ſhe Booe 
And thus, without the leaſt Deſign to pleaſe, 
She gain'd an Empire, and ſhe rul'd at " 2004 


Inge nious Arts, hes Entertainment were, | ; 
When better Bus- neſs would her Minutes ſpuez. 5 
For Idleneſs, ſhe held ſo great a Crime, 

She never loſt an Interval of Time; EE 
Whether, ſhe with her Needle finely wrought 12 
Some curious Piece, to juſt Perfection brought; 
Or, with her Nobler Pencil, pleas d to trace 
The ſhining Beauties of ſome lovely Face: 
Which eber ſhe made her Choice, ſucceeded well, 
For both ſhe praZisd; did in both excel, . 


* 


Tha' thus adorn'd, yet Pride could never find 
The leaſt Admiſſion to her humble Mind; 
So far ſhe was from ſelf Opinion free, 
Her own admir'd Deſerts ſhe would not fee; 
But others Merit, with an Eagle's He, 
She'd ſoon diſcern, and kindly magnifie: 


*. 


Blind 
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Blind to their F aults, hut partial to their Fame, 
Others ſhe prais'd, her ſelf would only blame, 


Her Charity was ſo compaſſionate, 
She more than ſeem'd to ſhare the Needy's Fate: 
But Pity was not all which they receiv'd, 

F or where ſhe pitied, there ſhe ſtil] reliev'd : 
Yet not content with what her Life beſtow'd, 
Her dying Will confer'd a greater Good ; 

* A Good; of ſach Extent, and laſting wy : 
Succeſſive ages ſhall it's worth Proclaim, 


4 
And Children yet unborn extol her fragrant, 
(Name. } 


Such iris Obedience in her Life was ſhown, 
As if her Parents Will had been her OWN, 
With what endearing Care, and duteous Love, 
Her Mother's Tenderneſs ſhe did improve, 
Her pious Mother's Tears, do beſt explain; ; 


Tears, which Alas, her Eyes beſtow in Vain! 
For no Complaints can raiſe the Nymph again. 


— —_— 


i at. V _—_— e — 
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* She ring unmarried, left her Fortune for the Pulling 
and Endowing 4 FnEE-ScOOL at Aſhton in Northampron+ 


ſhire, for Twenty-four poor Children for ever, 
Religious 
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Religious Duties were her early Care; 
In them ſhe mov'd, as in her proper Spheat᷑: 
Her Heart, her Soul, on theſe ſhe did employ. 3 
But for this World's Concerns, ſhe paſs'd 'em by, | 


| 
And ſcarcely thought em worth a tranſient | \t 


| f ; (Eye. 
Her Piety was ſo intenſely bright, RS 


It ſcarcely now receives a greater Light, 
Than here, in glorious Beams, 1t did diſplay, .. - 
Warm without Blaze; and pure without Alay : 
Nor, was the Sun more conſtant in his Race, 
Than her ſerapbick Courſe of Love, and Praiſe: 
With Morning Light, ſhe duely roſe to Pray; 
And, with the like Devotion, clos'd the Day. 
Such was her Life, and ſuch her Chriſtian Guard, 
Death found her not ſurpriz'd, or unprepar'd ; 


But ſoon, as &er th' Almighty's Call ſhe knew, 
From worldly Joys, ſhe chearfully withdrew, ; 


And to her Heav'nly Bridegroom's Summons flew. 


Calm was her Life, and eaſy was her Death 
With ardent Longings, ſhe refign'd her Breath. 


A ſtrong, 
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A ftrong, and lively Faith, het Words expreſl, 
And her laſt Look a dying Saint confeſt : 
No ghaſtly Pangs defac'd the lovely Shrine, 
But as lier Life, ſo was her Death divine. 


Oh early pious Maid! O happy Saint! 15 
Enthton'd in Bliſs ; forgive our fond Complaints 
From Sin and Death, thou art for ever free; 
Triumphant, in a bleſt Eternity: 1 

But we, unhappy ! ſtill remain below, 

Reſerv'd to futute Tryals; „ farther Woe: 

And now, miſled by partial Grief, and Care, 
Feel not thy J but feel our oron Deſpair 


FFC 
PRE DESTINATION 


„O TER 
RESOLUTION: 


in | firive no more to know whit Fats 
Is pre-ordain'd for thee ; 
"Tis vain in this thy mortal State; 
For Heav'ns inſcrutable Decree 
Will only be reveal'd in vaſt Eternity. 
Then, oh my Soul | | 
Remember thy celeſtial Birth, 
And live to Heav'n, while here on Earth : 
Thy God is infinitely true, 
All Juſtice, yet all Mercy too: 
To him, then, thro' thy Saviour pray 
For Grace, to lead thee on thy Way; 
And give thee Vill to F - 
But humbly, for the Reſt my Soul WH 
Let Faith, and. Hope, the Limits be 
Of thy preſumptuous Curioſity. 
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To the Right tt are. e the Lad ly 
Dowager Ds LA Wark ; 12 
Imitation of Horace, Ode 'the 
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DEAR Mapa, 1 
OME Love the Park, and ſome tlie Play; 
And others game their Time away: 
While ſome, in Oppoſition worſe, 
Defraud their Moutlis, to feed their Purſe, 
Noble Titles, plenteous Eaſe, 
Our Vanity do often Pleaſe : 
But Ah! how ſoon thoſe Honours fall, 
And cruel Death, {till levels all, 
In gloomy Shades, from Sight retir'd 
Some take Delight to be admir d. 
Others, that love Parade, and Show 
Toev'ry publick Meeting go, 
And in the neweſt Mien, and Dreſs, 
A ſtudious Nicety profeſs, | 


Thus, 


A to moe fad fu ÞDoÞ. 
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Thus, let theſe modiſh Ladies blaze, 
And by a Thouſand artful Ways 
A ſhort lived Paſſion raiſe ; 
For Wit, and Beauty, let them courted be, 
But grant me Quier, and Obſcurity. 


And, would kind Heav'n ſuch Favour ſhow, 
One little Cottage to beſtow, 
In ſome remote, but healthy Air, 
Far from Town, and free from Care; 
If then, the Muſe my Genius raiſe, 
And you approve her rural Lays; 
Secure of Fame, I'de boldly riſe, 
And all the Cenſures of the World deſpiſe, 


7 
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FF A EE d 
To the Same, 


On Her Jaying, I bid my Candle un- 
der a Buſhel. 


X Dor'd Sulpitia ! uſe no more 3 


Your Friendſhip is too pow rful to with- 
(ſtand ; . 


I therefore beg, you would this Suit forbcar, 
And hear impartially an Orphan's Pray'r. 


The World's ſevere, true Criticks are but few; 
And leſs will judge ſo candidly as you: 
My Muſe is dull, nor ever could endite | 
Lines briſk enough to give the Town Deliglit, 
Flatt'ry ſhe hates, all pert Obſceneneſs more: 
Nor can She Patron's for their Gold adore. 
i Of this, or that falſe Fop, ſhe can't complain, 
Nor rail at Virtue in a modiſh Strain, | 
Such vulgar Theams, ſhe {till has been above; | 
Nor ever condeſcended once to Love. 


Why 
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Why chen ſhould I, on ſuch a Taſk engage? 
As well might Collier hope to purge the Stage, 
As my poor Verſes, to reform this Age. 

And when we to the Preſs expoſe our Lays, 
We reap the Criticks Cenfure, not their Praiſe, 
By ev'ry wou'd-be-Writer, are we maul'd, 
And once in Print, can never be recall d. 


Ah Madam! from theſe Terrours ſet us free ) 
Pity an humble Muſe, or pity ne; "XP 
And let us ſtill enjoy, our lov'd Obſcurity. 


de: cheep deeded ded eee 
To the N, 557 
On the Death of M1R ABELLA. | 


= 
F Sighs like mine, which from my Soul do flow, 
Or faithful Friendſbip, can divide your Woe y 
If Partners in Affliction, give Relief; 
Then, ſure, my Tears may mitigate your Grief: 
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This Tribute to your Sorrow''s juſtly due, 
Not for your Sake alone, but Mirabella's too. | 


For ſhe, with wondrous Gifts of Mind was bleſt, 
And gen'rous Virtues center'd in her Breaſt : 
In her did Beauty, Youth, and Wit 22 
And Piety made each of theſe divine: 
Good. bumour d, Humble, Prudent, Kind, and Tris, 
Were Graces which ſhe daily learn't from Lou: 
Your fair Example, taught her how to move; 
And ſhe, with Care, thoſe Maxims did improve. 
But death! who ſpares not Yauth, K Inno- 
(cence; |. 
Death! againſt whom there can be no Defence, J 
Has ſnatch'd the charming Mirabella hence. 
Calm, as ſhe liv'd, ſo ſhe reſign'd her Breath, 
And lovely ſeem'd, ev'n in the Pangs of Death. 
Celeſtial Faith, her welcome Change did blefs, 
And radiant Smiles, declar'd her Happineſs, 


Then 
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Then bright Sulpitia, ceaſe your pious Tears ! 


The Nymph you mourn for, now your Kindneſs 
(fears; 


She dreads leſt Sorrow ſhould yout Health impair, 
And begs, you would theſe cruel Sighs forbear, 
Ah! do not, by your Gricf, her Bliſs ſuſpend, 
And torture us, that on your Fate depend: 

Leſt ſhe thus moy'd regret the Joys above; 

And we, by Sympathy, your Martyrs proves 


E . E ir tr E & ide he &. & & & & 
C ANAR IO. 
To the Same. 
On the Death of Her beloved BR B. 
In Imitation of ANACREON. 


> OME, ye Citizens of Air, 

To this Grove, with Speed repair, 
From your lofty Sep deſcend, 
And lament Canario's End + 


E 3 
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Gently; gently, ſooth our Cares, 
With harmonious warbling Airs; 
Then, aloft your Voices raiſe, 

And in Conſort ſing his Praiſe. 


Pretty Bird's ! tis all in Vain, 
That you ſing, and you complain; | 
Never can you reach his Lays, 
Never can you tell his Praiſe. 


Of a foreign Race he came, 
Yet, fo gentle, and ſo tame, 
That he liv'd uncag d, and free, 
And abus d not Liberty: 

Love in him was ſtronger far, 
Than the ſtricteſt Fetters are; 
And did greater Wonders ſhew, 
Than tyrannick Force could do- 
1 Ev'ry Morning, with the Sun, 

q He ſuch chearful Notes begun, 
As made humane Kind admire, 

| | And excell'd the feather'd Choir. 
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Round his Window would they throng, 
Liſt'ning to the charming Song; 


And, with emulating Throats, 


Vainly ſtrive to learn his Notes. 


When he heard Srlpitia's Voice, 
Oh ! how would his Heart rejoice ! 
Step, by Step, he'd pacing come 
To her Door, and view the Room; 
And if Company he ſaw, 

Modeſtly he would withdraw ; 


But if no Body were nigh, 
To Sulpitia's Lap he'd fly. 


Not the Bird which Juno loves, 
Nor fair Cythereas Doves, 
Were ſo great, ſo bleſt, as he 
Perch'd on bright Sulpitia's Knee : 
On her Lap, or on her Hand, 
Charming Notes he would command 
Notes, too fine for mortal Ears; 

Notes, that ſeem'd to vie the Sphears. 


* 
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But alas! he's now no more, 
Let us then his Fate deplore: 
Little Birds lament his Fall, 
Solemnize his Funeral; 
Caſt your Feathers on the Ground, 
Sing the mournful Dirge around: 
Thro' each lan Lawn, and Grove; 
Murmur out your grateful Love; 
And with united Voice proclaim 
Canario Merit, and his Fame: 


On the Death f the Right Honoura- 
ble ANNE, Lady Dowager Dt 


La WaRR. 


\ HAT darkſome Gloom o'recaſts my Mind, 
And ſwells within my Breaſt ? 


So vaſt, it ſcorns to be confin'd, 
Or by dull Rules ſuppreſt, 


Each 
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Each Morn I ſeek ſome lonely Glade; 
Each Night I court the welcome Shade. 
Sad Viſions terrify my Soul, 
And quiet Reſt deny ; 
Diſtracting Fears my Thoughts controul, 
Alas ! I know not why. 

Sure, they my own approaching Death portend, 
Or wound me thro ſome Hympathetick Friend. 
What e'er it be! they're Notices divine, 
And pointed Fate, does in theſe Omens ſhine. 

IL. 
Oh my foreboding Heart! it muſt be fo ! 
Too ſoon, alas, too ſoon ! I know 
The Source of all thy Woe, 
See | ſee, where good Sulpitia lies, 
With pallid Cheeks, and dying Eyes : 
So placidly ſhe meets her Death, 
She ſeems to offer up her Breath. 


I 


Her eaſy Looks ſuch Reſignation ſhow, 


From her pale Lips, ſuch Heav'nly Accents +: 
(flow, | 


As dying Martyrs on their Friends beſtow., 
Nor 
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Nor worldly Thoughts can interrupt her 
(Peace, 


Nor parting Tears, diſturb her ſolid Bliſs 
Unmov'd, ſhe ſees our fond officious Grief, 
And tacit iy forbids the vain Relief. 

Mean while her Soul, with pious Ardor fir d, 

And by an Antepaſt of Heaven inſpir'd, 
Does ſuch /eraphick, boundleſs Joys poſſeſs, 
As none but Saints can feel, and Angels Tongues 

(expreſs, 
III. 


But I! Unhappy! quite o ereome with Cate, 

N Dejected with Surprize, and wild Deſpair, 

} In ſpecchleſs Sorrow, languith'd at her Feet, 
Till thus ſhe rais'd me with a kind Regret ; 

“ For Heav'n ſake (cried ſhe) leave me now alone! 

© For Heav'n ſake (dear Eliza) ceaſe to moan ! 
* Unkindly, now, you wiſh my longer Stay; 
© Oh! why will you, my welcome Flight de- 

(lay? 


” Then, 


4 
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Then, ſmiling, bid me grieve no more, 
Nor grudge her happy State, 

& Since Death alone, can Joys reſtore 
„Beyond the Pow'r of Fate. 

„ Why ſhould we ſeek Phyſicians Aid, 

Jo lengthen out our Pain? 

This Debt of Nature muſt be paid, 
4 To me, their Help is vain. 


2 * Nrareſt Friend, I fred 9 _ 
| * ow'r 


3 « And ev'ry Word 3 on my lateſt Hour; K 


g Then ceaſe theſe Tears, oh ſpare that cel 
(Sigh ! 


9 - F » -, . 


* But kindly waft me with your Prayers, and let 


(me calmly die. 


Good God ! ſuch Anguiſh did theſe Words) 
impart, 


Such ching Trib pierc'd my throbbing 
cart, 


As can't be more acute, when Soul and Bo- 
(dy part. 


185 could I think my better Genius fled; 


5% 


Scarce could believe my Eyes, that ſaw her dead: 


Such 
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Such lively Graces did her Features keep, 
She ſeem'd not as departed, but a- ſleep. 

So dying Infants gently ſink to Death: 
Like them ſhe liv'd; like them reſign'd her Breath. 
| deer | 

Oh! how can I this fatal Loſs ſurvive > 

This endleſs Separation bear, | 
From her, whoſe Friendfhip when alive 

Was moſt my Comfort here? 
In her lov'd Boſom, all my Cares were eas'd; 
My Foys were doubled ; and my Griefs appeas'd . 
| Ev'r-all my Soul ſo freely was reveal'd, 


de ſcarce a Thought, that was from her conceal'd. 


__ Origid Fate! 
Why was ſhe born ſo ſoot? or I {6 late? 
Why was I deſtin'd to poſſeſs 
But one ſhort, ſeptenary Happineſs? 
Had ſhe ſtaid longer, I had ſtill 1 improv d; 
For by her Conduct, all my Actions mov 2 
Ah wretched Maid ! now great Sulpitia's gone, 
No Friend haſt thou, no Guide to reſt upon. 


I :t 
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Yet curb thy Sighs! Ape boundleſs Grief con- 
a (ceal; 

Since! none can ok 5 8 thou doſt feel: 
In ſecret, for thy private Loſs complain; 
Nor ceaſe thy Tezrs, while Life and Senſe ro- 


81. J) (main. 
V. 

Be calm my Breaſt; Eyes ceaſe your flowing 

(ears: 


A dazling un of Clory now appears: 
See! how her guardian Angel nimbly Flies, 
With his lov'd Charge he cuts the yielding 0 
And crouding Cherubs meet them as they riſe. 

Pleas'd with a Piety ſo like their own, 

In joyful Hymns, they make her Welcome known. 

O Happy ! happy Saint, they cry, 

In this thy ſecond Birth; 
How glorious, how triumphantly 
Art thou return'd from Earth ? 
Our Sov'reigns Will thou haſt per furm d,. 
A faithful Courſe baſt run, 
The World, the Fleſh, and Devil ſcorn” 4, 


A Crown of Glory won, 
O bleſs 
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O bleſs our Maker ! in exſtatick Lays : 
f | O join with us in everlaſting Praiſe. 
Here ſtop my Muſe! here ſtop thy daring Flight N 


An Intervening Cloud forbids thy Sight; 2 


[ 


Nor can thy mortal Eyes, bear ſuch exceſſive 
(Light, 


2 VL . 
Come here, ye fair One's, hither come * 
Leave worldly Thoughts behind; 
Oh learn to Dreſs you at this 3 
By great Sulpitia's Mind. | 
Hier Virtues will your Charms improve, 
Her Conduct yours will ſteer ; - 
Her Condeſcention, gain you Love; 
Her Truth, diſperſe your Fear: 
Her Patience, will your Griefs allay, 
Her Temper, rage diſarm: 
Her Picty, might Vengeance ſtay, 
And ſalvage Atheiſts charm. 
But all her Worth twould endleſs be to tell, 
Each Virtue ſhe poſſeſt; and did in each excel, 


VII. 


VII. 


Thrice happy Saint] whoſe Name e can never die, 


While Light and — Day and Night, ſup- 
(ply: 5 
While Virtus lives, or l remains an Heir, 


To grace the glorious Title of La- Marr. 

But oh! to her ſuch Sums of Praiſe are due, 
That Bankrupt we can never pay; | 

Yet faithful Time ſhall to her Worth he true, 

And ſave her Mem'ry from Decay: 

The preſent Age ſhall celebrate her Fame; 

And after Times extol her fragrant Name. 


SLSR DIES CASAS SS Es DIE 


To WILLIAM ATwoop Eq, Chief 
Juſtice of New York, 2 ſome 


enſer He gave me. 


Wurn gen'rous Thyr/is condeſcens to 
(praiſe 


His Pupil's mean, inartificial Lays, 
What Strength of Genius muſt his Numbers ſhew, 


To give, at once, both Fame and Merit too? 
Others, 
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Others, may plauſibly paſt Acts relate; 

But he, where Worth is wanting, can create; 
Such Energetick Virtue can beſtow, 

Such Inſpiration from his Pen does flow. 


With Pleaſure, my great Cenſor's Voice I heard, 
I hop'd his Cander, yet his Judgment fear'd : 
But when U read the finiſh'd Poem o'er, 


Shame warm'd my Cheeks, which Fear had chill d 
(before, 


And bluſhing, I beheld ſuch Graces ſhown 

As I can neer without Confuſion own, 

Yet, grateful Emulation bids me take 

Theſe undeſerv'd Encomiums which you make, 


Not as a Tribute, to my Verſes due; 5 
But as a kind Incentive, to purſue 
The ſhining Proſpect, you have ſet in View. 5 


Believe me, Sir, your Muſe a ſacred Fire 
Does, with ſuch Force, into my Breaſt inſpire, 
As warms my Heart; ambitious now of Fame, 
And prompts me, to ſecure a deathleſs Name, 


Thus 
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Thus animated by your gen'rous Praiſe! 
And thus, inftructed, by your artful Lays! 
What mayn't I hope, from my aſpiring Muſe; . 


While you het Flight dircd, and ſhe your Track 
(purſues? 


ac ede 
To the Same. 


On the Death of that excellent Young 
Man, LEIOH ATwoop Eſq; his 
ouly Son, who Died under Cypri- 
ano's Hands, after he bad en. 
dur'd the Operation. N 


n. 
Loſs like yours muſt needs excite our Grief, 


And prompt each mourning Muſe tg bring 
_ (Relief, 


Ardentiy ſtriving, in exalted Lays, = | 
To charm your Woe, arid laſting Honours raiſe, } 


To him whoſe Worth tranſcends our hi gheſt | 
Praiſe. | 


F But 
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But you ſo happily that Part ſupply, 

That now 'twere Arrogance in us to try: 

For none, like you, his matchleſs Worth could tell, 
None knew him better; and none write ſo well. 


But, ſince the glorious Name of Friend ] bear, 
Permit my Friendſhip in your Grief to ſhare. 
I mourn your Loſs, but dare not mourn his Fate, 
Whom Heav'n ſaw fit ſo early to tranſlate; 
And finding us unworthy ſuch a Prize, 
Remov d | the bright Example from our Eyes. 
Nor date much lament that dreadful Pain, 
Whichhe with ſuch Sereneneſa did ſuſtain, 
Such Conſtancy, ſuch Courage, ſo reſign d, 
That all admir'd his Fortitude of Mind. 


So Heay'n, when pleas 'd to raiſe up for our 
571 I 160 © (View 
A Virtue ſhinipg and inſtructive too, 

With wondrous Gifts, 1t does this Man adorn, 
Yet won rous Tryals muſt by him be born: 
Not f ach a8 commonly Mankind befall, 
But ſomething cruelly empbatical- 


Such 


/ 


"= Fig 
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Such as may make his Piety more bright, 
And ſet his Virtues in the faireſt Light. 


So Job's vaſt Wealth makes not his Story ſhine, 
But 'twas his Suff rings render'd it divine. 


O happy youth ! thou'ſt finiſh'd well the Strife, 
And reach'd the Goal of everlaſting Life; 
There reſt, and in unbounded Pleaſure reign, 
Eternally ſecur'd from Grief and Pain : 

Thy Father round the Globe has ſpread thy Fame, 


And now, in deathleſs Verſe, embalms thy fra- 
(grant Name, 


And thou celeſtial Bard! whoſe herw'n-botn 
C (Muſe 


Does ſuch heroick Piety infuſe, 
That we no longer at his Death repine, 
But, taught by you, to Providence reſign. 
Illu/trious Friend! what Wonders doſt thou 
(fhew, 
At once th* 4flifed, arid Condoler too! 
On] may the great Creator hear our Pray'r; 


And with bis Preſence ſtill thy Loſs repair: 
* Thro' 
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Thro' ſad and num'rous Tryals haſt thou paſt; 
But this the Greateſt, may it be the Laſt. 


CT1T70T0T0T0T0T0T018 
A Pindarck O D E. 


In imitation of SpkExcER's Divine 
Love, inſcribed to Mrs. KRATHE- 
RINE BRIDGEMAN. 


— CY 
— IE ———̃ — 1 


Love! my drooping Genius raiſe 
Beyond theſe Organs Sight; 
So high from Earth now let me ſoar, 
That this dull World may be diſcern'd no mote, 

But loſt in Streams of Light. 

O mighty Love ! my Genius raiſe ; 

New Tune my Lyre, refine my Lays; 

Teach me thy wondrous Works to praiſe, 
And to adore thy Might. 

With lofty Thoughts, with heavnly Fire, 
Do thou my humble Muſe inſpire, 


That 
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That ſhe an Hymn may ſing, | 
Lnto the God of Love, unto th Almighty King ! 


II. 


Before this Univerſe was made, 
Or Planets twinckling Beams diſplay'd; 
Before ſwift Time his Race begun, 
And meaſur d out the Lear; 
Before that beauteous Light the Sun 
Adorn'd the central Sphear; | 


Evn then th' Almighty Powr, which now doth 

(move 

In all theſe won4'rous Works, mov d in it ſelf by 

(Love. 
Himſelf he lov'd becauſe all Good and Fair, 


And of himſelf begot th' Eternal Heir 
In his own Likeneſs——, 

With whom, and with the Faraciete 
(Who did from both proceed) 

He reign'd in boundleſs Realms of Might, 

With Pow'r immenſe, and Glory infinite 


FJ 
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Oh Holy Spirit ! Pledge: of Love, 
Eternal Spring of Grace; 
Look down upon me from above, 
And guide me in thy Ways. 
Teach me the Wonders by thy Mercy wrought ; 
And give me Language to reveal my Thought. 


. 
i 
. 
i 
| 
| 


III. 


Almighty Love ! 
Still pregnant with prolifick Grace, 
| Created an inferiour Race, 
| His ſecond Sons, tho' not ſo great, 
Mm Yet th” Ambaſſadors of Fate, 
Numberleſs Hoſts of Angels, fair and bright, 
Refulgent in their Maker's Light, 


[ N Who round th' Eternal-Throne 
1 In ſeraplliick Lays, 
* Warble ſacred Hymns of Praiſe 


Ta the great Three-One. 
Thus they joyfully attend, 
And on their Maker's Will depend: 


Lucid 
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Lucid Beams around them play, 2 
Night does never there appear, rf 
But Time is one continual Day 8 
All ſerene and clear. 
Thus they worſhip, thus attend, 
And their Perpetyal-Now in endleſs Pleaſure ſpend. 
K 
Thrice happy Spirits, if Free- wil! 
Had never been abus'd, | 
In Glory you'd have triumph'd ſtill, - 
Had ye not employ'd fo ill 
What for your Proof was usd. 
But fatal Pride! 
Then firſt began to ſhew it's Face, 
Impatient of a ſecond Place, 
And by the Prince of Angels did ſurprize 
Num'rous heav'nly Entities : 
Who big with Envy, and primeval Pride, 


(O dire Ingratitude ! till then unknown,) 
Blaſphemouſly their Maker's Pow'r defi'd 
And ſtrove to ſeize his everlaſting Throne. 


F 4 Thus 
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Thus they impidus Battle wage, 
And in their dreadful Sin perſiſt, 
The faithful Spirits vig'rouſly reſiſt, | 
And in a deathleſs War engage. | 
} V. il 43 
1 Incens'd at this their bold Eſſay, | 
God ſent out his conſuming Fire 
d Diſcomfited they fly away 
And from his Wrath retire. 
4 Till, as preordain'd, they fell 
| | From thoſe glorious Realins of Light, 
1 To the deep Abyſs of Hell, 
And Everlaſting Night, 
In Flames of Sulphur Fiery-chains, 


[ 'F With unutterable Pains, 

i Doom'd for Evermore to dwell; 

F | Full of Impotence and Spight, 

| ii Deſpair and Rage improve their Hell, 

i And magnifie the beatifick Sight FO 
4 From whence they lately fell, 


But if theſe Spirits, who were bleſt 
With greater Strength than Mortal cer poſſeſt, 
Could 
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Could not their Innocence ſecure. 
While Good and Bad was in their Pow'r; 
| With how ſtrict a Care ought we 
| To watch, and fear our own Sincerity ; 
| Who tho' but frail and brittle Clay, 
Yet have a Will ele&ive, and as free as they, 
VI. | | 
But lo! Almighty Love, 5 
Boundleſs in Mercy as in Might 
To greater Condeſcentions yet doth move, 
And iu a mortal Progeny delight: 
Which by Eternal Preſcience he decrees 
J To fill th angelick Vacancies. 


Twas then this Univerſe he form'd, 


With World's, with Sun's, with Atmoſpheres 
(adorn'd, 


No ſooner was th' All-potent-Fiar ſpoke, 

But beauteous Light, from diſmal Chaos broke, 
The feather'd Choire inhabit Liquid air, 

The Seas with Various Fiſh repleniſh'd were, 
And numrous Anim̃als on Earth appear. 


b Thus 
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Thus having fitted all for his new Creatures Uſe, 
Which Earth might yield, or Seas and Air produce, 
The great Creator did, of humble Clay, 
Erect a Structure nobler far than they. 
Gave him 2 beauteous Body, Godlike Soul 
Form d by the Archetype Divine; 
A ſov reign Pow'r to rule this Sphear, 
And all of mortal Line. 
But ab. forgetful of his Maker's Grace ! 
Too ſoon, alas! he forfeited his Place; 
Incurr'd that Penalty was juſtly due, 
And all his Race in endleſs Bondage threw. 
Vaſt were the Miſeries they muſt ſuſtain, 
And Sin, and Death, at once began to reign: 
No Glympſe of Comfort then could Adam ſee, 
No Hopes of Ranſom left to ſet him free, 
Mortals could ne re the mighty Debt repay, 
Nor pitying Angels, greater far than they. 


VII. 
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VII. 
When Lo! the ſame unbounded Love, 
That did this Wretch create, 
Deſcends from his bright Throne above, _ 
And takes upon bimſelf his ab ject Creature s Fate. 
Clad in an humble human F orm, 
Tho' perfetl God, yet perfect Man, 
Was of a ſpotleſs Virgin born, 
And the all ſaving Work began. | 
He bore our Sins, his Father" s Wrath, 
The heavy preſſing Load of both: 
And that ſtrict Juſtice might be ſatisfied, 


He freely offer a up himſelf; and for Man's Sake 
(he died. 


—5 


VIII. 
Oh boundleſs Love ! Oh Mercy Infinite ! 
What poignant Grief and Pain, 
Did'ſ thou bright King of Glory, Lord of Might! 
For us thy Slaves ſuſtain ! 
What Pangs ! what Terrors didſt thou undergo ! 
What Floods of Mercy! from thy Side did flow! 


Each 
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Each Drop of Blood thou freely for us gave, 

And yet each Drop could Worlds of Sinners ſave, 

O beauteous Image of thy Father's Face ! 
Eternal God of Love, and Grace ! 

How can we this thy wond'rous Act requite, | 
Or how ſufficiently adore thy Might? 
Nor Lives, nor Holocauſts doſt thou demand, 
From thoſe thy Blood redeem d, 

Nor rigid Penances command, 

As ſome have fondly dream'd, 
Love! grateful Love, is all thou do'ſt require, 
Oh then with gratefid Love our Souls inſpire! 

Firſt to thy ſelf, as is molt juſtly due, 
Next unto all who bear thy Image too, 


UNFINISH'D, 
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The DISCOVER x. 


$ EASE humane Emmets your fallacious 
(Toit! 

Nor let vain Hopes, and Fears, your Hours be- 
(aguile. 


No ſolid Bliſs can be obtain'd below, 
Nor laſting Joys, from mortal Beings flow. 
Like Siſpphus, we labour on in vain; { 
Like him we juſt our Wiſhes Height attain, +: 
And then the fleeting Good rolls ſwiftly down 
(again. 
With ſad Surprize, we loſt Endeavours view, 
Yet fated to Deceit our fruitleſs Toils renew. 
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To the Right Hmourable the Lady | 
D—, on Her firft Viſit. 


IyruEN ſome Illuſtrious Perſon's blaz'd by 
| F ame, 


Charm d by it's Eccho we revere the Name: 
But when th* admired Idol we behold, 

How different it appears from what was told | 
With Shame, we paſt Credulity deplore ; 
And call thoſe Praiſes back we gave before. 


But, Madam, this is otherwiſe in you, 
And Fame was much too ſhort of what is true 
With pleaſing Wonder, I ſurvey'd you round, 
And bleſt Neander whom ſuch Virtues crown'd: 
My elf I then devoted as your Slave, 
And am vour Victim, to deſtroy or ſave; 
As you decree, reſolve to fall or riſe, 
Low at your Feet, the humble Trophy Lies. 


The 
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The EXE CRATION. | 


Nſlav d by Paſſions, ſwell'd with Pride, 
In Love with one whom all deride; 

A Carcaſs well, yet Mind in Pain, | 
Reduc'd to beg, but beg in vain; 
To live reſerv'd, and free from Blame, 
And yet incur an evil Fame: 
Let this ! this, be the wretched Fate, 
Of Roſalinda, whom ] Hate. 


db e Cr rd C. dr l. &. r f. fr f. f de . .. 


The true Effigies of a Certain Squire: 
Tuſcribed to CLEMENA. 


OME genrous Painter now aſſiſt my Pen, 
And help to draw the moſt deſpis'd of Men: 
Or elſe, Oh 2nſe ! do thou that Charge ſupply, 
- Thou that art injur'd too as well as I; 
Revenge 
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Revenge thy ſelf; with Satyr arm thy Quill 
Diſplay the Man, yet own a juſtice ſtill. 


Firſt, Paint a large two landed ſurly Clown, 
In Silver Waſteoat, Stockins fliding down, | 
Shooes, (let me ſee) a Foot and Half in Lengtli, 
And ſtoutly arm'd with Sparrables for Strength. 
Aſcend! and let a Silver String appear, 

Which ſeems to cry, 2 Golden Watch is here: 
Oer all a D'oily Stuff, to which belongs 

One Pocket charg'd with Citron Peel and Songs : 
Tother contains, more neceſſary far 

A Snuff Box, Comb, a Glaſs, and Handhetcher, 
Three Patts of which hangs dangling by his Side, 
The fourth is wiſely to a Button tied: 

Juſt as it was in former Days a Rule 

To tie young Childrens Muckenders at School. 
Forget not Muſe, gold Buttons at the Wriſt; 
Nor Mecklin Lace, to ſhade the clumſy Fiſt: 
Two Di mond Rings thy Pencil. next muſt ſhow, 
Always in Sight like Prim s the formal Beau, 


Bot 


4 
Then draw that Hand elated to his Ear; | 
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But if rude Company their Notice ſpare, | 


And at one View let Dy mond Ring, and Gol- 
(den Bob appear. 


A Steenkirk next, of paltrey needle Stuff, 
Which coſt Eleven Guineas, (cheap enough.) 
Next draw the Giant-Wigg of Shape profuſe, 
Larger than F ppington s, or Overdoe's, 


The greaſy Front, preſs d down with E 
ly 

The ſ 1 Elf-Locks, cover half his Eyes; » 

But when he coughs, or bows, what Clouds of 


(Powder rife. | - 


Enough, O Muſe ! thou haſt deſcrib'd him 
(right, 
Th Emeztick's ſtrong, I ſicken at the „„ 
A Fop is nauſeating howe er he's dreſt, 
But this too fulſome is to be expreſt. 
Such hideous Medley, would thy Work debaſe, 


Where Rake and Clown, where Ape and Knave 
(appear with open Face, 


Fat 
- f 
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| Yet ſtay, proceed and paint his amt Bow, 
And if thou haſt forgot, I'll tell thee how; 

Set one Leg forward, draw his other back; 

Nor let the Lump, a Booby wallow lack : 

His Head bend downward,with obſequious Quake: 3 
Then quickly raiſe it, with a Spaniel Shake. 

His Honours thus perform'd, a Speech begin 
May ſhew th' obliging Principles within: 

Thy Memry to his Senſe I now confine, 

His be the Subſtance, but th Expreſſion thine. 


Madam, cries he, L-r4 how my Soul is mov'd ! 
To ſee ſuch filly Toys by you approv'd : 


A Come ſtuff d with Books, pray what's your?, 
Crime 


To ſuperannvate before your Time; » 


And make your elf look old, and ugly in your 
| (Prime? ; 


Our modern pliams contradict the Schools, 


For learned Ladies are hut learned Fools. 
With ev'ry Blockhead's Whim ye load your Brains, 


And for a Shadow, take a World of Pains, 
What 
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No ſooner ſhall I be retir'd to Bed, 


And by right Reaſon, Good from Il diſcern ; 


For thoſe are Fools, that on their Wives depend.) 
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What is't to you what Numbers Ceſar flew ? | 
Or who at Marathon beat the De'el knows who? 
Defend me Fortune?! from the Wife I hate, 
And let not bookiſh Woman be my Fate, 
For when with rural Sports fatigu'd I come, 


And think to reſt my wearied Limbs at home; 


Than ſhe, for one poor Word, ſhall break poot 
(Pri ſcians Head. 
Perhaps you Il ſay „in Books you Virtue learn, 


Ha! ha, believe me, 77rine's but Pretence 

To cloak Hypocriſy and Inſolence: 

Let Woman mind her Oeconomick Care, 

And let the Man what he thinks fit prepare: 
(What he thinks fit, I ſay, or pleaſe to ſpend, 


Nor need they muſty Books to paſs their Time, 
There's twenty Recrcations more ſublime. 

When tir'd with Work, then let them to the Play, 
If fair, go viſit; if a Rainy Day 

In Cards and Chat drive lazy Time away, 8 
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No hang me if I ſpeak not as I mean; 


If on my nuptial Day there is not ſeen 
Of all my Spouſe's Books, a ſtately Pire, 
Which ſhe her ſelf obediently ſhall fire; 


And Oh! might Europe's Learning in that Blaze | 
(expire. 


Now, Madam, pray the mighty Diff rence ſnew? 
I ear, I drink, I fleep as well as you: 

I know by Cuſtom two and two is Four; 

My Man 1s honeſt, then what need I more? 

And truly ſpeak it to my Foy and Praiſe, 

I never Read fix Bocks in all my Days. 

Nor ſhould my Son; for could my Wiſh prevail, 
El-fl Ignorance Id on my Race entail. 
Unthinking, and unlearn'd in plenteous Eaſe 
My happy Heir exch Appetite ſhould pleaſe: 
And when Chance ſtrikes the laſt unlucky Blow, 


Glutted with Life, Id have him boldly go 
To try that Somewhat, or that Might below. 


How is't my Friend? can you your Spleen con- 
tain, 


At this ignoble Wretch, this leſs than Man? 
Truſt 
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Truſt me, I'm weary, can repeat no more, 


And own this Folly worſe than when 'twas acted 
oer. 


Se Cr E, & && U he he S te hs 


To PULCHERI14, 


On Her ſaying behind my Back, I 
made my ſelf ridiculous, by writ- 
ing Verſes. 


Iftaken Nymph ! in vain you ſtrive 
1 To diſcompoſe my Breaſt; 
Alas! theſe groundleſs Taunts you give, 
Can never break my Reſt. 


II. 


Like Breath on Steel, your peeviſh Spight 

May for a Moment ſtain; 
But as that quickly grows more bright, 
So will my injur'd Fame, 
G 3 
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III. , 

With Patience I your Scoffs endure, 

Pleas'd with my Innocence: 
In that alone, I reſt ſecure ; 

And ſeek no more Defence. 


IV. 1 


Go then, ſome other Trick invent 
My placid Soul to move; 
For this can ne'er your Shame prevent; 


Your Wit or Virtue prove. 
” The DEFTANck. 


V IN Love ! thy Power I defie! 
With all thy ſtrong Artillery 
Of moving Accents, dying Eyes ; 
Thoſe buaſted Weapons I deſpiſe; 
Nor can I fooliſhly believe 
Thou'rt able or to pleaſe or grieve! 
Like Lovers Men, thy Pow'r adore, 
And worſhip what they made before; 


And 


nd 
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And ſuch their arbitrary Sway, 
That what they dream, we muſt obey. 
(For Poets are not counted Free, 
Until they've paid ſome Lines to thee.) 
But Vain Chimera of the Brain! 
Whoſe Pow'r we by Tradition feign; 
Behold one to the Myſes vow'd, 
Who never at thy Altar bow'd. 


Tok Memory of 
Joun DrxyDEnN Ex. 


Iſconſolate Britannia mourning State; 


- Sighs told her Loſs, and Tears Neander's 
(Fate : 


Each recollected Line WRAY her Care, 

And ev'ry Thought enhanc'd her vaſt Deſpair. 
Thus gen'rous Grief long ſtruggled in her Breaſt, 
But Want of Language Paſſion's Voice ſuppreſt. 
At laſt Spring-tides of Sorrow Silence broke, 
And, in an Agony, theſe Words ſhe ſpoke; 
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Ve Powers n who ** this carthly Stage; 
Ye ſacred Numen's of the preſent Age 
What has Britannia done to meet your Hate? 
Why is ſhe puniſh'd in Neander's Fate? 
Could none but He have made your Anger known? 
Could nothing leſs than He your Wrath atone? 
He whom Apollo's ſacred ſelf inſpir d, 
Envy'd by many, but by all admir'd: 
Who Juvenal and Perſius overcame, 
Who taught them Eng liſb yet preferv'd their Flame: 
Who gave us Virgil in our native Tongue, 
And Abſalom's Misfortunes fo divinely ſung, 


Dryden, on whom each Science did attend, 
The greateſt Genius, and the trueſt Friend: 
With Worlds of Words, he did our Speech refine, 
And manly Strength with modern Softneſs join; 
Each Language made ſubſervient to his End, 
And thoſe Acqueſts 2s bravely did defend, 


Not _ Timotheus could, with greater Eaſs, 
Excite our Anger, or our Wrath appeaſe, 


r 
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: True Meaſure with his Verſe our Paſſions kept, 
And as he pleas'd we either ſmil'4 or wept. 
How noble was his Style, ſublime his Thought ! 
How nicely juſt was ev'ry Piece he wrote! 
But with his Laſt what Numbers can compare? ; 


Not dying Swans more ſweet and regular? 


And till Neandey grac'd the Britiſh Sphear, 
How abje& did our Muſes Sons appear? 
They coaſted by the Shoar, a lazy Way; 
But all the Inlands undiſcover'd lay. 
Wit's Empire Dryden boldly did explore, 
And like the Heroe could have wept for more: 
But gen'rouſly he check'd his noble Rage, 
And for his Albion's ſake his Paſſion did aſſwage. 
Thro' gloomy Shades unlighted by the Day, 
And Heights untrod, he forc'd an open Way; 
For ev'ry Province Beacons did provide, 
And Marks ſucceding Travellers to guide : 
Then gave us Charts of what was long conceal'd; 
And to th' admiring World th' Incognita reveald. 


Oh! 
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Oh! had ye lengthen” d out his fleeting Fours 
Had he but liv'd Yave made great Homer ours; : 
Redeem'd his 1 injur'd Sire, and ſet him free 
From Chapman; Hob „ and mangling Ocilby : 
How had the Bard exulted in his Mind! 

And with what Pleaſure his great Soul reſigt-d! 
But ah Britannia] thou complain'ſt too late, 
Theres no reverſing the Decrees of Fate: 1 

In vain we figh! in vain alas we mourn! 

Th' Llieſriaus Poet never mult return. 


Weep, weep Britannia, never ceaſe thy Tears, 
But ſtill encreaſe thy Sorrows with thy Years : 
"Twas mighty Dryden gave thy Iſland Fame, 
And made that Honour laſting with his Name. 
This ſaid——ſhe penſively reclining lay, 
And, ſ. pent with Grief, wore out the tedious Day: 
When ſudden Beams of Light 4round her broke, 
Andi in a Viſion thus Apollo ( poke. 


e eee from this Poſture riſe, 


Lament no more, nor cloud thy beauteous Eyes: 
| See 


| 
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Sce where thy Dryden in our Preſence ſtands, 
And with what Pow'r he now the Nine commands; 
To gain his Plaudit how they all aſpire: 
And he the Genius is of Albion's tuneful Choire. 


Then vp ingrateful Ile, revere his Name! > 


Let all thy Sons my Dryden's Worth proclaim, | 


And with harmonious Numbers celebrate his 
Fame. 


L the mt of JohN D 


E 
Au ODE. 
Inſcrib'd to Mr. CaarLes Dryven. 


8 AY Pregnant Muſe | 
What wond'rous Subject wilt thou chooſe ? 
What godlike Hezoe, or what mighty King 
Wilt thou in lofty Numbers ſing ? 
Oh! tell the Theam 
That thus diſturbs thy Reſt, 
That drives thee to this wild Extream, ' 
And with fuch Fury agitates my Breaſt. 
"3 Hence, 
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Hence, hence dull Goddeſs tempt no more, 
Thy fickle Humour I abhor : 
There's nothing now to be admir'd 
Since Dryden is from Earth retir'd. 
Forgive, Oh Muſe ! I find 'tis he, 
'Tis Dryden does thy Notes inſpire : 
He who firſt inſtructed thee, 
And tun'd thy inharmonious Lyre. 
| II. 
Great Genius, if thou ſtill do'ſt know 
The Wiſhes of thy Friends ; 
Or ſtill tak'ſt Part in what is done below, 
Thy kind Attention now beſtow, 
Thy wonted Succours lend, 
Oh come, Dear Friend, but come in Dream, 
And help me weild this mighty Theam 
Still be thou humble, kind, and free, 
And teach me Notes deſerving thee. 
But ah! fond Maid, thou beg'ſt in Vain, 
Thy Sighs are loſt in Air: 
The liappy Dryden flights thy Pain, 
Nor liſtens to thy Pray'r. 


Far, 
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Far, far remov'd from Earth's dull miſty Shoar, 


He ſees not mortal Cares, he hears their Plaints no 
(more, 


II 
Whether thy gen'rous Soul. 
Is by Refuſion paſs'd into the Whole: 
Or o'er ſome Planet doth preſide: 
Or in Completion of it's Doom, 
A Guardian Genius is. become, 
Some worthy Friend to guide? 
Or, art thou mounted to an higher Sphear, 
As thou in Harmony and Wit, 
Excel'd all Others here? 
Since we thy Preſence on this Earth enjoy'd, 


Oh where art thou retir'd 2 Oh how art thou em- 
| (ploy'd> 
If we by Death Perfection know, 
And view the Spring whence ſecond Cauſes 
| (flow ; 
How vaſt a Proſpe& do'ft thou take? 
What wond rovs Obſervations make? 


How 
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Ho the beauteous Planets move; 
Why they arcularly-ſftray 5 zn: 
1 How they influence our Love; 
Why they prove our Life's Decay. 
How the dreadful Cimers groẽFc, 
Whence they come, and where they 60. 
Learning humane, and divine, 
Great Aſtronomer, are thine: 
All Natures Secrets are to thee reveal d. 


From thy expanded Sight theres nothing now con- 
41 (ceal ds 


Wh IV. 
But Hark 
The heavenly Spbears turn round; 
And Dryden wonders at th' amazing Sound: 
With Joy he ſees, with Rapture heaf's 
What he ſo long had ſought ; 
And liſtens to the Harmony, 
In Extaſy of Thought. 
Then with a gen'rous Aimulation tries, 
To explicate the tuneful My/tories : 


Marks 
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Marks how the Numbers gently roſe, 
And in celeſtial Diapazons cloſe: 0T 
Where they turn, and when they reſt; 
And all the diff*rent Sounds revolves within his 


. (Breaſt, 
Uncil he plainly hath defer? 
Where Harmony exalts her Seat, 
And the melodious Beauty doth reſide, | 
\ © - 


PP 


With utmoſt Pleaſure thus our Poet hears, 
And learns the ſacred Muſick of the SY, 
Where all the various Cadences are ſhown 5; * 
Let hardly ſweeter than his own: 

Whoſe artful ſublimated Fire 


Before twas from Eartlrs Priſon free, 


Could Things inanimate inſpire, 
And give the Heroe Immortality: 
Revive the Dead in charming Layes, 
And crown the Fu? with never fading Baycs. 
Long, long ere he on Albions Ille appear'd, 
Or Allien drooping Genius chear'd ; 


When 
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When firſt the Fates his Being did decree, 
They form'd his Mind of choiceſt Harmony 
For ſurely that extenſive Flame 
Never by Traduction came; 
But, thus endu'd, his pre- exiſſing Soul 
Thro' all the inf pired Bards did rowl, 
From Orphens, 
To this greater far tlian he! 
And was the univerſal Life of Poetry. 


VI. 


But now that tuneful Hand, that awful F ace, 


Where Vit and Judgment ſhone with equal 
(Grace: 


That Brain, which more than Atlas bore, 


And ev'ry Miſſes Lawrel wore; 
In which all Humane Science might be found, 


Tho' baniſhd from Earth's ſpacious Round; 
Is now, alas, no more! 
Swift, from our Sight, the fatal Tyrant flies 


With th' ineſtimable Prize: 


And 
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And lands him on his cruel Shoar, 
Thence never to return, 
Never, never more 
Amidſt unutterable Pains, 
How charming was his Mien? 
Tho' as a Mortal he complain'd, 
Yet was his Soul ſerene : 
With Stoick Courage he reſign'd his Breath, 
And died a truly Philoſophick Death, 
But gen'rous Bard thy Name can never die; 
Thy Labours give thee Immortality, 
Fame thy Praiſes ſhall reſound, 
And joyful Eccho's anſwer all around: 
In Nations yet unknown, 
Thy juſt Applauſes ſhall be found, 
And thy vaſt Works with Admiration ſhown. 
While beauteous PHabus Light does give, 
Mighty Dryden's Name ſhall live; 
He ſhall alone the Standard be 
Of all ſucceeding Poeſy. 
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A New LITANx, 


Occaſim'd by an Invitation 10 a 
Wedding. 


F ROM Marrying in haſte, and Repenting at 
| (leiſure; 


Not liking the Perſon, yet liking his Treaſure : 


Libera nos, 


From a Mind ſo diſturb'd that each Look does re- 
veal it; 
From Abhorring One's Choice, and not Senſe to 
(conceal it 
Libera nos. 
From a Husband to govern, and buy him his Wit; 
From a ſullen ill-naturd, and whimſical Citt : 


Libera nos. 


A Laco- 
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22 
A Laconick Epiſtle to CLEMENA: 


, IS now you muſt your Virtue prove; 


2” And fly (dear Friend) from what you 
| (love. 
* 
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To Sir SauukL GaR TH, on Hs 
Recov'ring Her Mother. 


A O D E. 


T ET others Phæbus Aid require 
To ſing their Hero's Fame, 


No ſacred Pow'r will I invoke, 

But Drydei's awful Name. 

The wondrous. Man great Dryden knew, 
Admir'd his Worth, and lov'd him too; 
And in ſweet Notes would ſtill commend 

The £ſculapius and the Friend. | 

H 2» Oh 


roo Miſcellany Pokus. 
; Oh venerable Shade! my Wiſhes hear, 
1 And help me ſing the Man whom you efteem'd ſo 
; FT Em 
Garth's the Subject of my Song ! 
To Garth, our Praiſes all belong ! 
Garth, who merits all Eſteem ! 
The Patient's Joy, the Poet's Theam: 
But Oh! whoſe daring Pen can tell 
What does our higheſt Praiſe excel, 
And in a noble flowing Verſe, 
The Wonders of his Art rehearſe ? 
In vain we ſtrive, in vain preſs on, 
To reach the dazling Height ; 
"Tis ſuch a Genius as his own 
Alone muſt do him Right; 
Where Wit with brigheſt Luſtre ſhines, 
And Pæan with Minerva joins. 
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III. 


When freed from Envy's Rage, 
Great Harvey left th unthankful Age, 


Com- 
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Commanded to beſtow 
Immortal Youth on Hero's Shades below. 
*T was then, the pitying Pow'rs which all ro 
ee, 


Did thee moſt learned Garth decree, 
Nature's Secrets to explore, 
To give us Eaſe, our Health reſtore, 
And laſh our Mirmil's dull Degen'racy. 
Soon from their Cells, the latent Seeds ad- 
| (vance, 
And frame a ſacred myſtick Dance: 
Here ſympathetick Accents ſhine, 
There others healing and divine ; 
The tuneful too their Stations know, 
And Fire and Air together flow; 
Till they the noble Structure form'd, 
With ev'ry nat'ral Gift adorn'd, 
Not like the Work of Chance, 
IV. 
Tove, who rules the Pow'rs above, 
And governs all below; 
For all that's good deſcends from Jove, 
Who did this Gift beſtow ; 
= 3 The 
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The new created Work with Pleaſure view'd, 
And bounteouſly with ev'ry Grace endued. 
Go thou, (ſaid he) on Earth appear, 
In ev'ry Art excel, 
Heal the Sick and chear the Well, 
And be a ſecond A#ſculapius there. 
In medick Skill thou ſhalt ſurpaſs 
All that are, or ever was : | 
Diſeaſe thy dreaded Sight ſhall know, 
And own that Pow'r I now r. 
Go then 
And be't thy gen'rous Taſk Mankind to ſave, 
Reſcue from Death, and the deavouring Grave. 
V. 
Apollo heard the Infant bleſs'd, 
And humbly did implore, 
That he to ſweeten all the Reſt 
Might add one Bleſſing more. 
Accept from me (cry d he) this tuneful Tyre, 
And when fatigu'd with Patients Cares, 
The Burden which thy Fate prepares, 
[Twill gayer Thou ghts inſpire, 
| | "Twill 
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"Twill ſing Nam whom all revere 
In Notes deſerving Naſſaw's Ear. 
Vice it will laſh, and Vertue praiſe, 
And crown thy Head with laſting Bays, 
This ſaid ! | 
Propitious ove did to the Gift agree, 
And with a ratifying Nod, confirm'd the * De- 
Cree, 


VI. 


Forgive great Sir, this bold Eſſay 
Your Merits to diſcloſe; 
My firſt Intentions were to pay 

Our grateful Thanks in Proſe : 

But then the chiming Muſe drew near, 
And cry'd, the Work belong'd to her; 
Tho' ſoon her raſh Attempt ſhe ſaw, 
As haſty then her Service to withdraw; 

Too weak her Wings to ſoar ſo high, 
Yet too deſirous, not to try. 
When Lo! 


2 


H 4 
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Great Dryden s Muſe appear'd, 


And with maternal Looks her drooping Spirits 


(chear'd, 
Fate's Secrets then ſhe did reveal, 


And charg'd ſhe ſhould obey 
What Inſpiration made her ſay, 
And not the Leaft conceal. 
Each Word ſhe ſpoke new Vigour did infuſe, 


And with freſh Strength ſhe imp'd the Janguid 


»* (Muſe 
So gen'rous Garth ] ; 


When he appear'd Diſeaſe retir'd with Shame, 
And Cæſar- like he ſaw, and overcame. 


To 
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CCC 


To the Same. 


On His almuſt miraculous Recov ring 
of Her GRAND MoThtr, Aged 
75, of a violent Fever and Palſy. 


| | E T us no more old Æſon Tale ſuſpect, 


Or cenſure Cauſes by their ſtrange Efef ; , 


That Fable now is literally true, 

For Garth does aged Fabia Youth renew. 
Gaſping ſhe lay ev'n at the Point of Death, 
Depriv'd almoſt of Reaſon, Limbs, and Breath, 
When with a Smile which did fure Hopes inſpire, 
Inuſtrious Garth! bid the Diſeaſe retire, 

His awful Words our firm Belief did gain, 

Nor was the ſanative Injunction vain; 

Bleſt by the Deity new Life he gives, 

And ſhe by him freſh Health and Strength receives, 
So ſnatch'd he good Cornelia from the Grave, 
And ſo he did the wortlileſs Author ſave. 


| Oh! 
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Oh! could my Muſe exalt her humble * 
To learned Garth She would a Trophy raiſe, 4 


{ She'd ſing his matchleſs Art, ſhe'd ſhow her grate- 
3 (ul Praiſe, 


In lofty N otes YE, OI his Name, 
And oer the World his ee Ads proclaim, 
But- 
So much does * juſt Praiſe her Skill tranſcend," | 


She wants fit Language when ſhe would com- | 
(mend i 


The beſt Phy/ician, and moſt gen'rous Friend. 


Whether his ſparkling Vit we nicely view, 
1 And by that Standat! judge of what is true: 
1 | | | Or hear him Nature's prudert Eaws explain, 
Un And with judicious Care our Health regain ; 
Each does the nobleſt Satifaction give; 
By that, we're poliſh'd ; and by this, we live. 


0 
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SS SIS de ede IRIS 
To the Same : 


On Her own Recud' ring of a Fever 
in the a. rits, by Drinking warm 
M ater ani). 


E E toondrous Man! with what Succeſs, 
Indulgent Heav'n your Art does bleſs 
See how Diſeaſe your Preſence flies, 2 
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Attempts to ſcape your piercing Eyes. 
While you the baleful Hag purſue, 
And all her dark Receſſes view, 

And ſhe, by you thus drag'd to Light, 
Flies trembling from your awful Sight. 
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Nor need you Drugs of foreign Store, 
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Or native Plants of ſov'reign Power; 
Meer Water when preſcrib d by you, 
Can Nature's ſtrongeſt Foe ſubdue: ; 
Such pow "Full Accents from you flow, 


— — — 


Your Voice alone does Health beſtow. 1 
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To the Same: 


On His very elegant EPIORAM of 
the Spaniſh Monarchy. 


HEN ſuch a Genius condeſcends to write, 
It gives at once both Wonder and Delight : 
S> ſtrong's the Thought, the Numbers ſo ſevere 2 
So few the Words, and yet the Senſe ſo clear: 
Each Verſe ſome old Idea does renew, 
And each Idea brings an Age in View. 

In your Six Lines all Hemer does appear, 
Virgil's Tneis, and the preſent War, 
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N CNC NN cee eso | 
| 

' 
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In Imitation of Hon ack, Lib. 1. 
Ode xi. inſcribed to ConxxEL IA. 


XH Friend! no more conſult the Stars, 
With Patience bear thy Doom; 
Nor multiply the preſent Cares, 

With Ills that are to come. 


II. 


Whether our Time is ſhort or long, 
It matters not to know ; 

All that to Mortals does belong, 
Is an honeſt Life below. 


III. 


Then let's be wiſe, contract our Cares, 
Not dive in Depths profound . 
Enjoy what ever Fate prepares, 
Yet keep in Honour's Bound, 


Tio Miſcellany POE Ms. 
IV. 


= No more let us expect Delight, 
1 In Years that are to come; 
4 For Lo! Cornelia, while I write, 
The preſent Minute's gone. 


EASE ASASY ERTIES 
To B ASS I N A. 


IHA T you have ſaid, I grant is true, 
| Reaſon our Paſſions ſhould ſubdiies 
But while the Soul and Body join, 

Who can their Senſe ſo much refine, 

As not to know the Pain they feel, 
When cruſh'd beneath IIl-fortune's Wheel? 
In vain, alas! the Sroicks prate 

Of Indolence, and Braving Fate: 

Tis all at heſt but canting Noiſe, 

Feign'd Virtue, and affected Joys; 

Their perfect Men as fictious are, 


As Centaur or Chimera's were: 


Sole 
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Sole Reaſon can't ſuch Wonders do, | 4 
Nor Nature's Realm ſuch Creatures ſhew : © 1 
Tho' Reſolution be ſevere, s 7 
Yet humane Frailty will appear, 
And clog the Mind with Hope and Fear. C 


SS 


Howe'er if we preſerve a Mien 

In Grief, as well as Foy, ſerene ke: 
Alas! we preſently grow vain, 

And think we do the Goal attain: | 
When we, in Truth, but well conceal 
Thoſe Lys we care not to reveal. 


She then muſt be eſteem d.moſt wiſe, . 
Whoſe Hopes on Providence relie's; | 
Who does her Frailties underſtand, 

And can her Paſſions beſt command. 


But for the Reſt, 'tis all in vain 
To imitate what Stoicks feign : 
Perfection owes to Heaven it's Birth, 
And necr but 9nc2 was ſeen on Earth. 
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S See ee e eee eee e e re 


Zo Captain G1BBONS, on Mr. Dxy- 
DEN's Death. "a 


Of Shepherd, now exert thy charming Lays, 


Condole our Loſs, and fing Neander”s Praiſes 
Th' expecting World demands this Taſk from you, 
And ſacted Friendſhip claims it as her Due. 
Let Grief unfeign'd the Muſes Skill excite, 
Let tuneful Gibbons condeſcend to write: 
He beſt the mighty Taſk can undergo, 
Do Juſtice to the Bard, and cali the Nation's Wo. 


CRORE IR RR RR RR RG RC 
To the Same. 


On His Poem to the Memory of Mr. 


DRYDEN. 


HEN in your lively Draught we view our 
| (Friend, 


We bleſs it's Author, and the Work commend : 
| In 
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In ev'ry Verſe ſuch awful Charms appear, 1 
So juſt the Turns the Metaphors ſo clear: 


Such crowding Beauties in each Period ſhine, 
With Rapture fill'd we pauſe at ev'ry Line. 


] 

Oh happy Pen we cry! Oh Elegy divine! J | 
Whether in lofty Notes you ſing his Praiſe, 

Or mourn our Loſs in more familiar Lays : 

So well you finiſh what you take in hand, 

You equal Wonder equal Praiſe command. 

Let mighty Mueller juſt Applauſes find, N 
| 


And in his Art excel all Humane-kind ; oY 


Yet he but paints the Face, tis you that paint the 
(Mind. 
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1.5 


To the Same. 
On ſome VERSEs He gave me. 


UCH juſt Analog y's in ev'ry Part, 
So natural, yet ſo far excelling Art; 
So ſweet your Numbers, in ſo ſoft a Strain, 
The Senſe ſo maſculine, : nd yet ſo plain! 


I if 
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If on an humble Theme ſo fine's your Thought, 
How on a better Topic had you wrote? 

You who ſo candidly can Faults excuſe, 

How would you fing a Subject worth your Muſe 2 


On worthleſs me then laviſh not your Praiſe; 
But fing Amilia in immortal Lays: 
Zmilia, who in Midſt of Wrongs is ſeen 
Contentedly re/jgn's and charmingly ſerene. 
Thus fing the great Amilia's greater Fame, 
And Hills and Vales ſhall eccho.to her Name; 


While wond'ring Nymphs, and Shepherds round 
; (Thee throng. 


And learn thy Tuneful elevated Song, 


> 
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92.9999. . . 9092. 


A Miduight Thought, (on the Death 
of Mrs. E. H. and Her little 
Daughter, caſt away under Lon- 
don-Bridge, Aug. 5. 1699. ) end- 
ing with an Addreſs to CL E- 
MEN A, 


O H ſacred Time ! how ſoon thou'rt gone 
How ſwift thy circling Minutes run | 

Oh Time ! our chiefeſt worldly Good, 

If we employ Thee as we ſliou d 

And yet how few thy Value know, 

But think thee troubleſome and flow ! 

(Motion and Reſt fill up our Time, 

And little, Oh my Soul, is thine!) 

We eat, we drink, we ſleep, arid then 

We riſe — to do the ſame again: 

And thus like Fairies daily tread, 

The ſame dull Round our Predeceſſors led. 


12 Young 
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Young Lydia prudent was and fair, 
Was all that virtuous Women are; 
And yet how ſoon her Glaſs was run, 
How ſhort her fatal Thread was ſpun ! 
How know we our appointed Fate, 
Whether ordain'd us ſoon or late? 
Health is uncertain, Death is more; 


And much we have to do before. 


Ah then, my Friend, let us be wiſe ; 
No more the precious Gift deſpiſe; 
But uſe it for the End twas giv'n, 
And prove we're Candidates of Heavn. 
Let others to the Play repair, 

Be courted and reputed fair: 
Whole Winter-Nights at Ombre play 
To paſs the Drug of Time away. 
While we our better Parts employ, 
And placidly our Souls enjoy : 
Praifing that Porr did us create; 

But more the Love redeem'd our Fate. 


Then 
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Then with th' illuſtrious Dead converſe, 
And ſometimes with a Friend in Verſe. 
Thus in the Culture of the Mind, 
Improve thoſe Hours by Fate aſſign'd: 
So ſhall we from ſuperfluous Time be free: 
"Tis Want of Senſe makes Superfluity. 


FEET 


Paraphraſe from the French, In- 
ſcribed to the Lab Y] Hopesox. 


O ſatisfie thy curious Mind, 
Search either Hemiſphere 
Yet after all thy Pains Thou'lt find 
There's nothing certain here, 


II. 
In vain poor Mortals hunt for Bliſs, 
And graſp the fleeting Air: 
Alas! on Farth we nought poſſeſs 
But Vanity and Care. 


I 3 With 
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| III. 
With ſervile Fears, andgolden Chains, 
The needy Miſer 's bound; 
The Great in Wealth and Pleaſure reigns, 
Yet Cares their Bliſs confound, 
IV. 
Ah! let us then our Love refine, 
Not doat on Things Below ; 
And let our Souls that are divine 
To their juſt Center flow. 


SUSPENCE. 


| F all thoſe Evils which on Earth we tind, 


Doubt 's the moſt tort ring Paſſion of the 
| (Mind : 


With furious Tempeſts it aſſaults the Soul, 
And Floods of jarring Thoughts in diff rent Tor- 


(rents Rowl. 
Here pleaſing Hope dilates the Soul with Toy © 
There ſad Deſpair doth all thoſe Hopes deſtroy, 
Contempt in various Forms doth Anger move, 
And Fear ſucceeds to loſe the Thing we love. 
Thus! 
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Thus! thus, on Dowbr's inhoſpitable Coaſt, 
The ſhipwrack'd Soul is ſwallow'd up and loſt. 


Zo the moſt Honourable the Marchio- 
neſs of-——on Her leaving the 
Town, 


() H ftay ! zlluſtrious Wonder of our Kind! 
And let ſoft Pity move your noble Mind. 
(Pity the Attribute of Powers above, 
And kind Abſolver of aſpiring Love.) 
See with what Sorrow we lament our Fate; 
How many Fears your Abſence does Create; | 
| 


How oy weeping Eyes upon your. == 
(wait, | 


Stay! ſtay, thou great Exempiay of our Ifle! 
Once more beſtow a kind nuſpicious Smile: 
Tho Pity can't vour fix d Reſolves ſubdue, 
What my'nt we hope your Charity will do? 
For, pions Fair, ſhoud all the Good and Great 
Conceal their Virtues in a cloſe Retreat ; 
What muſt we poor unthinking Mortals do, 


Left uninſtruced by the Godlike Fere. 
l 4 Where 
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Where ſhoud we learn thoſe Principles divine, 
Which with ſuch Luſtre in your Actions ſhine ? 


Oh! would you quit your Thoughts of parc- 
| (ing hence, 


And bleſs us ſtill with preſent Influence; 

To what exalted Height might Yerrne riſe, 
Since ev ry conquer d Vice your Preſence flies? 
To what great Glories might our Sex arrive, 
While they by your Example learn to live, 
Kindly encourag d, and led on by you, 

How ſhou'd we all Impediments ſubdue ? 

And led thro Virtues narrow Paths to Fame, 
Devote our Praiſe to your auſpicious Name. 
But ſoon as our inſtructive Pattern s gone, 
And we are left to find our Ways alone, 

How we ſhall want you, how your Abſence mourn, 
And with our Wiſhes haſten your Return! 


So when bright Cynthia leaves our Hemiſphere, 
Forſaking the benighted Traveller; 
He who before went forwards with Delight, 
Now loſt in gloomy Horrors of the Night, 
Walks 
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Walks penſively, with wand' ring Steps and flow, 
Not knowing which uncertain Way to go. 

Let glow-worm Lights, to country Shades retire, 
Whoſe ſickly Glare the Darkneſs does require: 
But Oh! may you appear in open Day, | 
Whoſe genuine Splendour ſhines with ſuch a nan 
As needs no Foil, admitts of no Allay. 


TTT 
The REPROOE. 


EASE, ceaſe to wiſh; 'tis all in vain ! 
Complaints nor eaſe nor cure thy Pain. 

Had'ſt thou a faithful Friend, & 
Would liſten to thy Grief, 

And cordial Pitty lend, 
Oh this thou think'ſt Relief 

But fooliſh Maid thy Wiſh is vain! 

Complaints Prolongers are of Pain; 

And what in Sighs and Tears would end, 


Is aggravated and renewd by each condoling 
| (Friznd. 


Il. 
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II. 
Then impious Maid forbear, 


To Heav'n alone complain in Pray'r: 
If he whoſe Word did Thee create, 
And wiſely pre- ordain d thy Fate; 
Is pleas d ſome Evil to prevent, 
By this ſevere, this rigid Government; 
How durſt thou at thy Lot repine! 
Or queſtion Providence divine ! 
Then ceaſe Complaints thy Station know ! 
And humble Ræſgnation ſhow, 
Thy God will change their Hearts, if he ſees fit, 
And tis thy Duty to ſubmit, 
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| A Pane? yrick, 
To an ATTORNEY. 
S232 


Earing you now are come to Town, 
I bid you welcome, tho unknown; 
You, the Fav'rite of Apollo, 


Lead up the Van while we but follow, 
Permit 
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Permit me then, the hindmoſt of the Rear, 
To render Tribute due, 
Altho* too mean for you. 
Since I can't write heroick Verſa, 
Nor durſt preſume I to reherſe 
A Merit ſo exact, 
As you each Moment make appear, 
In evry Word and Act. 
But Sir, what News from pray, 
Whos dead or married? what befel, 
And hath induc'd this tedious Stay? 
I hope your Friends are well? 
Or was it Duty led by filial Care, 
Made you fo long leave us to court your native 
(Air? 
II. 


Each long Vacation you are gone, 
| And rural Sports enjoy, 
While London is not thought upon 
Till Term approaches nigh. 
And brings ye Lawyers up with rapid Courſe; 
Swifter than Pegaſean Horſe 
Ye 
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Ye fly to Town, and ride up Poſt, 

But make your Clients pay the Coſt: 

Their Pericraniums then to pleaſe, 

You load with awk'ard Words like theſe. 

On Scire Facias I'll extend 

An Outlamry, then muſt you ſend 

An Afrdavit made upon 

The M/-Prius to plead on: 

This I report, non eft Inventus, 

Then on the Poſſe Comit airs, 

The Bench awards as neceſſary, 

Execution and Certiorary. 

Habeas Corpus's, good Store, 

Sub ena , M. rits, you muſt and more 

Then I have Leiſure now to tell, 

But leave your Cauſe an't ſhall go well : 
For rather than it ſhould be loſt, 
I will inſtruct ſome Knights o th Poſt, 


III. 
Thus puzzle ye their dull litigious Brains, 


While ſome poor Souls believe it Conjurati- 
(on, 


And 
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And at your Shrines pay humble Adoration, 
True Votaries to your Vocation. 
This may perhaps to Years extend: 4 
But when you find Purſe at an End, 
The Contra-Lawyers ſoon agree, 
And eat the Oyſter for their Fee. 
While gaping Client gets an empty Shell, 
With voftre Serviteur Monſieur farewel. 
Then all the Comfort that remains, 
Is to ſee Aſſes drudge for others Gains. 
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Sees 
A Paſtoral ELxGv. 


To the Memory of Her dear Friend 
the Honourable Mrs. CEciiits 
BEw. | 1 
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MEN ALCAVS. 


TAY Mopſus, tell me, ere you go, 1 
Am Ia Wolf you fly me ſo? | 
Methinks thy Flocks run bleating too, 


And frighted ſeem as well as you. | 
Mor- = 
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| Morsus 
Let go Menalcas, you may gueſs. 
MENAL CAS. 


But that wou'd make our Friendſhip leſs: 
A ſmother'd Grief; like pent up Fires, 
Burns inly, and with one great Blaze expires } 


But if you've Cauſe, and wou'd prolong the] 
(Smart, 


Diſcloſe the Burden of your troubled Heart, | 
_ Friendſhip like mine ſhoul'd always bear a Part. 


Moss. 
Leave, leave me Shepherd mines too great to ſpeak; 


MEN ALC AS. 


III eaſe it then, and thus the Secret break. 

Poor Swain thy Beard is matted, with thy Hair, 
Thy Cloaths are rent, and thy dear Boſom bare: 
T find thou'ſt heard tlie fatal News too ſoon, 


Of perjur d Sylvia's marrying Demophoon. 
Mo v- 
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Morsvus. 


No, mine's a nobler Flame, unthinking Swain, 
Than Sylvia e er inſpir d, or cer cou'd feign : 

I ſome few Words of courſe perhaps might ſay, 
But 'twas in Jeſt to paſs the Time away. 


 MENALCAS. 


Ha! not in Love with Sylvia, as I fear d, 
Nor doſt thou miſs a Straggler from the Herd > 
What then can be the Cauſe, dear Mopſus tell, 


The * Wolves beg Peace, and our great Paſtor's 
(well? 


Mopsus. 


Doſt thou not hear the Vales and Groves around, 
Echo ſad Plaints, and caſt a diſmal Sound? 
The Trees look black, their blooming Liveries caſt, 


And Show 'rs of Leaves like Tears fall down in 
(Haſte, 


The Birds forget their Notes, the Streams to run, 
And low'ring Clouds o'ercaſt the fainting Sun: 


dt — 9 GT 


* She Dying Juſt before the Peace was concluded in Au- 
tumn, 1697. | 
The 
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The whiſling Winds to diſmal Accents turn, 
And Things inanimate in Concords mourn. 

The Nymphs all pale, ard with diſchevell'd Hair 
Do ſolemn Loads of ſacred Cypreſs bear: 

While ſome with Violets adorn her Herſe, 

And ſing her Fame in never dying Verſe. 


MEN AL CAS. 


ear Aopſus, tell the Shepherdeſss Name, 
I dread to know, yet hope *tis not the ſame; 


Mops us. 


Oh thou ! the only Swain who haſt not heard 
The {ad Effect of what we long have fear'd : 


Know'ſt thou not Her who conquer'd all the 
(Swains, 


The charming Goddeſs of th' Arcadian Plains? 
For whom we languith'd all and pin'd in Vain, 
We ſigb' d, we dy d, yet bleſt the pleafing Pain: 
While ſhe unmov'd did to the Shades reſort, 
And her lov'd Lambs around her made their Court. 
Twas thus the reign'd ſole Empreſs of the Plains, 
The Foy, yet Grief of all the vouthful Swains: 
"Till 
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Fill corins Paſſion touch'd het tender Breaſt, 
And Hymen's Rites the luckleſs Union bleſt : 
Bleſt did Iſay? no rather curſt that Hour, 


1 
Since from it's Date her Charms were robb'd of | 
(Power, [ 


And ſhe has droop'd juſt like a fading Flower. J. 
This ling ring change her faithful Nymphs beheld, 
And were with Sorrow and Amazement fill'd. 
Each beg'd ſhe wou'd admit of ſome Relief, 

And by diſcloſing mitigate her Grief. 
But ſhe who knew Complaints were then too late; 
In Silence nobly bore her rigid Fate: 
And thus concealing of tlie fatal Dart; 
It found immediate Paſſage to her Heart: 
Now ſpeak what can againſt my Grief be ſaid, 
Celia the Glory of our Plains is dead. | 

| MENALCAS, 
No! no, with you I mourn bright Celia's Fall 5 
But ſince our Sorrow can't her Life recal, 
Let us no more with Tears her Fate bemoan, 
Such female Grief, I'm ſure ſhe wou'd diſown. 


K Oh! 
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— that like you I cou d her Worth: proelaim, 7 


And in your Numbers celebrate her Fame, g \ 


I'd make. the Hills and Groves a her mon ; 


MoysUs. | | 


My l flow unequal, and my Verſe | 
Too mean to wait on noble Celia's Herſe: 

Yer ſince you knew her not ſo well as I, 

To ſing her Praiſe my artleſs Miiſe ſhall try. 


MENALCAS. 


Under yon' Poplar then let's take our Seat, 


And by the purling Stream your Verſe repeat. 


Moeysvus. 
To her Creator's Will ſhe did refign, 
His Pow'r obey'd, but, Death, ſhe conquer'd thine ; 
For her bleſt Soul unbodied nimbly flew 
To God it's Maker, and it's Centre too: 
Convoy'd by Angels thro' the ſtarry Plain, 
And by the full Choir met in heav'nly Strain: 
Thus was ſhe led to her celeſtial Seat, 


In Angel Union and immenſely great: 
Oh 
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Oh vaſt Beatitude ! Oh houndleſs Bliſs ! 
And thou bleſt Sou? ! that doſt partake of this; 
Who wer't while lieie the Wonder of Mankind, 
Sublime your Actions were, your Senſe refin'd; 
Still tike your ſelf you mov'd in ev'ry Sybere, 
A duteous Daiiehter, tender Siſter were: 
Indulgent Parent, chaſte obliging Wife, | | 
A faithful Friend, and of unſpotted Lifts 
So humble, yet ſo nobly born as you, 
Your Sex and Quality produce but Few. 
How great's our Loſs, how envious was our Fate, 
That thus out wiſhes did anticipate ? 
Transfer'd you hence to Bliſs ev'n in your Prinie, 


l 


I wou'd but dare not ſay before your Time. 
Farewel thou beſt of Women Heaven's Choice! 


While Life remains, with mournful Heart and 
(Voice: 


We muſt of our invidious Fate complain, 
And moutn our Loſs, altho' we mourn in vain. 


MENAL CAS. 
You've given the lovely Shepherd-ſs her Due: 
K 2 Mo p- 
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Mopsvs. 


Oh no! this is not Half, but yet tis true, 
Laſt night I walkd amongſt the, Tombs alone, 
And thought I ſaw this writ upon her Stone. 
You that now rudely trample o'er the Dead, | 
Conſider on whoſe ſacred Duſt you tread : 
The Ground is hallow'd all, and does enfold 
No common Corps, nor one of vulgar Mould: 
But all that's Virtuous, Noble, Good, and Great, 
All did conſpire fair Celia to compleat. 


Ne MEN AIL CAS. 


Ah gentle Mopſus ! don't give over yet, 

*T will be this Hour before the Sun is ſet : 

[I hung my Ears with Wonder on your Tongue, 
And loſt my ſelf while you bright Celia ſung. 
Such Charms are in her Name ev'n tho! ſhe's gone, 
That I cou'd ever hear and ne'er have done. 


Moses. 


Excuſe me Shepherd if I now give o'er, 


My grief o'erwhelms me, and I can no more: 
- To 
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To my low rural Lays ſhe did encline, 
And graciouſly accepted what was mane. 
Oh pity then! th' unhappieſt of all Swains / 
Since bright Czcilia's dead the Glory of the Plains 


SD eee DN eee eee 
S O N G. 
To Lady PAKINGTON. 


IND Sleep the fair Idea brought, 
To bleſs my longing Sight; 
But cruel Dream, as ſwift as Thought 


It vaniſh'd with the Night. 
II. 


Tho' charming was eacli ſingle Grace, 
The Viſage mild and clear, 
Let was the lovely winning Face 
To none but me ſevere. 
III. 
Forbear bright Nymph, I then complain'd, © 
To arm your murdering Eyes! 8 
Nor torture with unjuſt Diſdain 


A willing Sacrifice. | ; 
IN 7 IV. Re- 


2 
- = 
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IV. « 
Reſerve theſe wonder-working Darts, 4; 
Por ſuch as ſlight your Chain, 3 
But ſpare thoſe loyal Subjects Hearts, 
Which own your lawful Reign. 


FFF 
a BasIxA. 


Hou' d I tell my Baſina what Luck I have had, 


She'd conclude I was either romantick or 
(mad ! 


For ſurely ſuch Loads of impertinent Ware, 

Don't uſually fall to one Animal's Share, 

The Subject and Style are both dull I declare it, 

Let as you re a Friend you muſt patiently bear it: 
For why ſhou'd ] filently cheriſh my Grief, 

When you are oblig'd to contribute Relief, 


To proceed then in Order my Troubles to ſhew, 
TIl wave the prime Viſit, for Precedence due, 
And begin with a wonderful primitive Blade, 
Who tho' noble by Birth, yet writes for a Trade: 

He 
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He dreſſes in Print, and his Features are fine, 


Which by Help of CO moſt radiantly 
(ſhine. 


Yet he ſcorns all Perfume, except Eſſence of Toes, 
And diffuſes a Sickneſs wherever he goes, 
But not to detain you with more of this Creature, 
Whoſe languiſhing Eyes expreſs his good Nature: 
I'll give you his Picture in Miniature drawn, 
Exact to the Life, tho' before he was born. 

* Suffenus whom you know, the witty, 

The gay the talkative and pretty: 

* And all his Wonders to rehearſe, 

© The Thing which writes a World of Verſe. 

I'm certain I ſhould not belie him, 

* To ſay he has ſome Thouſands by him. 

* Yet none deform'd with critick Blot, 

« Or wrote on Vellum to rub out. 

* Royal Paper, ſcarlet Strings, 
©. Gilded Backs, and ſuch fine Things: 

But when you read em, then the witty, 

* The gay Suffenus and the pretty; 


3 1 _ — — ÞA. no. St. ——_—KG_ —_— —_— 


* Out of CATULLUS. | | 
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z the dulleſt heavieſt Clown, 
So alter'd he can ſcarce be known. 
Strange that he, who but paſt now, 
& Cou'd ſo flatter cringe and bow, 
* Shoud be ſo ungentile a Wight, 
Whenever he attempts to write. 
* And yet the Wretch is ner ſo pleas'd, 
« As when he's with this Madneſs ſeiz d. 


This Mirrour of Bards (you muſt know by the 


| (Way) 
After ſeyenty Moons came a Viſit to pay; 
But I found it was more to my Books than my ſelf, 
For he wanted to borrow the beſt on the Shelf. 
I ſaid Ide not venture one Book out of Sight, 
But I'd lend him a Pen, if he pleas'd for to write. 
My motion accepted, the Poet ſat down, 


But inſtead of tranſcribing, commended his own. 


Look Madam, quoth he, what a curſed Tran- 
(lation, 


Old Zack was the tediouſeſt Dog in the Nation, 
** Here's two Lines of Virgil ſpun out into ſeven, 
And five of the Latin drawn into eleven, 


* Oh 
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„oh Phebus! Oh Muſes ! what Fuſtian is here 
* Til have Patience no longer, no longer forhear ; ; 
gut print my own Works to confute this damn'd 


(Vice, 
For my Verſions exact, and Expreſſion conciſe. 
„My Poem's Heroick, and the Bulk is ſo large, 


* *Twill coſt me ſame Hundreds the Preſs to diſ- 
(charge, 
* Seven Years have I toil'd to make the Piece fine, 


And labour'd more hard than a Slave in a Mine: 
But now it is perfect, Ill bring it to Morrow 


And read it yu all—thought I, to my Sor- 
(row. 


To eſcape this Tormentor no Way cou'd 1 find, 
Had not Fortune been more than expectedly kind. 
For before the dread Hour he did me the Favour 
To acquaint me his Honour was ill of a Feavour. 


This News had ſcarce baniſh'd my former 

(Aﬀright, 

When appear'd to my View a more terrible Spright, 
With Countenance meagre, and amorous Eyes, 


A diſmal Complexion, and ſable Diſguiſe: 
Who 
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Who ſitting down by me with ſorrowful Air, 


And _ which at once ſhew'd both Loue and 
(Deſpair 


| Dar 2 long Chat, ul. in ſpight of the Weather, 
Held uninterrupted five Hours together: 

I pretended to ſleep, and ſcein'd tired enough, 

But the Nymph being Proof againſt any Rebuff, 
From my Chair to the Window I careleſsly wy 


In hopes to be ſafe from the Shot of herTongue ; 
Yet her ſbrill ſecond Treble (till merrily rung. 


She complain'd ſhe was Deaf, I had with'd my ſelf 
(ſuch, 


But that I concluded the Ranſome too much : 
So I patiently bore what I cou'd not avoid, 

Till one Story my Faculty paſſive deſtroy'd. 
Good Madam Colindra, (for ſo was the hight) 

Is there none that expect you at Supper to Night 
« That I am not engag d upon Honour is true, 


* But were I, there's none that ſbou d draw me 
(from you, 


Alas then figh'd II 'tis moſt ſurely my Fate 
To be prated to Death, either early or late. 


How - 


IE * 
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However, one Project I'll try for my Life, 


And if that does miſcarry, I'll yield without 
(Strife, 


To bring her on Part of her Way, was my Proffer ; 
Nor could ſhe refuſe ſo courteons an Offer. 


I led her, indeed, thro' Streets but a few, 


Before I pretended I'd ſomewhat to do 


Ta 7. m _ quorh ſhe, and will guard you from 


(Danger. 
Oh Madam ! forbear, I mayn't carry a Stranger; 
The Lady is ſick, and you know ſuch Occaſions 


Permit none to viſit but Friends and Relations. 


At Length with much ſeeming Regret we did part, 
And if I may gueſs, twas with ſorrowful Heart, 
For! ſtrictly took Care, not to give an Occaſion 
Of naming your Curare, or venting her Paſſh One 


10 divert this Fatigue, and unbend my dull 
(Mind, 


I * paid my Reſpects to the Lady deſignd; 


Whoſe Virtue, good Humour, and elegant Wit, 


Mi gut atone for all Faults that her Sex can oommit: 


Bur, 
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But, alas! I found with her a voluble Creature, 


Who'd Abundance of Wir, but a World of ill 
(Nature: 


Her Talent was Railing, ſhe us'd it at Will, 
And Nature ſupply'd the Deficience of Skill. 


As a Pipe that's unſtop'd lets out Water with 
Force, 


So faſt ran hen Words, ſo i impetuous their Courſe, 


From Prince unto Peaſant, from Dutcheſs to Citt; 
Not one could be nam'd, but made Sport for her 


(Wit : 


Their Intrigues, howe er private, expos'd to our 


(View, 


And the ſecret Memoirs of each Family knew. 


Having rallied the Living, ſhe ſet on the Dead, 
And without &er a Book, whole Paragraphs read, 
From Plats and Plutarch, from Sidney and Bacon, 


And Utopia it ſelf to Pieces was taken: 


From thence ſhe proceeded to ſonorous Verſe, 


And for three tedious Hours did nought but re- 
(hearſe ; 


F or her Garb, and her Mein, beſpoke 1 as 
ue, 


And her —— look'd of a cholerick Hue. 


The 


Miſcellany Po EMS. T4 


The Lady, my Friend, ſeem'd uneaſy as I, 
And Abundance of Motions and Looks did we try; 
But while ſhe repeated, ſhe d take no Denial, 


And the Duce of A Pauſe would ſhe make fo 2 


(Trial. 


Having tired our Patience at laſt ſhe got up, 

Releas'd our poor Ears, and adjuſted her Crup 3 
And then with a ſwift diving Curt ſey and Bow, 

gSyum out of the Parlour, we ſcarcely knew how. 

To tell you the Truth, I ſtaid little behind, 

For I knew not what other Miſhaps I might find ; 


But with Wings at my Heels, to my Home I made 
(Haſte, 
And reſolve to 3 cloſe, till the Danger is paſt: 


For tis plain, my croſs Stars, an ill Influence ſhed, 
And malevolent Beams are now aim'd at my Head. 
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LTC TT TEECEEETY 
| To the Reverend and Learned Dr. 


THOMAS SMITH, on his Life 
of Cyriltas Lucaris: His Power 
of Gad: His Certainty of a Fus | 
ture State: And his Life of St. 
Mary Magdalen of Pazzi. l 


T OO faithful Paſtor ! ſtill exert thy Skill, 
Nor let the thankleſs World ſſpend thy Will 
In Teaching ſaving Knowledge, you delight, 


And your bleft Life cxplains the Truths you 
(writes 


The great Lucas, nobly you defend, 
Right his much injur'd Fame, and ttagick End. 
Expoſe Rome's crafty Juggling, to their Shame, 
And piouſly his Martyrdom proclaim. 

He, rais'd by you, triumphant does revive, 
And in your Works ſhall Time it ſelf ſurvive. 


Such 


"Ty 
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Such is your Zeal, your charitable Care, = 
The much. wrong d Dead you from Af 


clear, 3 
And thoſe that are ahve. for Death Prepare. | ; 
Which Future State, you teach us here below, 
And make us by a Demonſtration knut. 
So plain your Proofs, ſo adequate. to Senſe, & | 
Atheiſts and Deiſts ſure muſt want Pretence: 

And fully ſatisfied, no more deny, 

Or doubt th' Exiſtence of a Deity. 

But wond ring at their Error, now with Fear 
Confeſs their Maker, and his Pow'r revere. 

If this, and more, 1s owing to your Care, hi 
And Principalities in Heaven are, | 
As ſure, the Pious liave no Cauſe to fear, ſ 
How eminent, great Sir ! then muſt you be, 

In the celeſtial glorious Iierarchy. 


Ah ! then, whilſt here, don't thus your ſelf 
(exclude, 


Nor hide a Star of the firſt Magnitude - 
But let your Voice your poor Diſciples bleſs, 


And pardon this too confident Addreſs. 1 
0 
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To a certain LA Dv. 


\AIR lovely Fiend, no more difguiſe 
The Temper of thy Mind, * 
Nor think by C pecious Smiles and Lies, 

To banter Humane Kind. | 


Tho! long, the fine Deceit has paſt 188 
By your well- acted Care: 2 
The Time will ſurely come at laſt, 
Shall prove you falſe, as fair. 1 
III. 


Shall prove, that Earth, nor Hell contains 
A Soul more black than thine ; 


More blotted with ingrateful Stains, 


Or charg d with worſe Deſign. 
IV; Yet 


E22 „ „„„%*7 
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IV: 
Yet Oh! with what a winning Grace, 
Each Accent you corivey : 
How ſoft your Words, how kind your Fate 
When moſt you would betray ! 
So, the curs'd Serpent did aſcend, 
And like her Honour ſmil'd ; 
So, he put on the Mask of Friend; 
And heedleſs Eve beguil'd; 
CATE ASHES APE IAN 
To the Lady CHuDitiGn, 


The Anonymons Author of the Lady's 
Defence = _ 
M ADAM, 
1 ONG ſince we heard of One, who mighty 


Would needs pretend to give us Hage Advice; 

The pompous Title Pag: I view'd with Awe, 

And thought he might expound the ſacred Law 5 
| L Inform 
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| Inform our Minds, myſterious Precepts clear, 

Fi) 1 And by good Rules our future Conduct ſteer: 

| ll | But when I found, inſtead of Truth 8 divine, 
* Malignant Humour lurk d in ev'ry Line, | 
14 Each Period void of Charity and Senſe, 

Ni Yet varniſh'd over with the dull Pretence; ö 
| | fl "Twas then, with juſt Diſclain and Anger fir 'd, 
. I to a loneſome gloomy Shade retir d; 


Wiſhing I could ſome happy Means invent, 
Which might betimes the Moral Plague prevent. 


Poor Sex, cried I, with Malice ſtill oppreſt, 
By Knaves, and Fools, on ev'ry Side diſtreſt ! 
Long have we drag'd a ſervile heavy Chain, 
Yet were'our Souls 700 noble to complain: 

For Ouiet Sake, we ond the barb'rous Sway, 
And tamely did their rigid Laws obey. 

Such mild Submiſſion, gen'rous Minds would own, 
But ſavage Men are not with Mildneſs won ; 
Our Duty cannot calm their brutal Rage, 
Nor filent Virtue, Thirſt of Rule aſſwage. 


Riſe ! 
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Riſe | Riſe ye Herains, ſecure che F ield, 
Truth be your Guide, and Innocence your Shield; 1 
Confute the Maxims of theſe ſ ordid Tools, 
And make them know, we follow Virtues Rules. 
Cruſh but this Hope forlorn of bireling Wit, 
The num'rous Rebel Fry will ſoon ſubmit, 
What! all aſleep ! 

| No gen'rous Soul with noble Ardour fir'd, 


No free-born Muſe with Senſe of Wrong inſpir d? 
Not one Zenobia to maintain our Rigbt, 
And meet their Champion in an equal Fight. 
Oh were my Power but equal to my Will, 
In liſted Combat would I prove my Skill; 
This infant Muſe her callow Wings ſhould try 
* And bravely Conquer, or as bravely Die. 
1 Ye Pow'rs above, ſome worthy Mind iriſpirey 1 
Let Trieb advance, and Calumny tetires | | | 
This ſaid, with Wrongs and Inſulence oppreſt, | 
A balmy Slumber lull'd my Mind to reſt; 
When Lo! a ſudden Voice I heard; | 
And — up, a youthful Swain appear d. 
5 Awake, 


— 
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Awake, cry d he, ſhake off this dull AN 
For I 0 Peani, let thy Muſe prepare! FL 21, 
See here, what Wonders Flaute can do, 
When; join 4 with Hatmony and Beit tos: 
Whilſt thou in lazy Wilkes es paſs d the Day, 
And ſigh'd ingloriouſſy thy Time away, 0-4 
This gen rous Nymph i in Aion f poke her Mind, 
She came, ſhe ſaw, and gain d what ſhe deſign'd: 
By dint of Reaſon, ſhe your Foes fubduer, 
See how — trembling fly, and ſhe alone purſues. 


Mariſſa Hail | | hall gene divine! I 
What ſolid Judgment ſparkles in each Line ! 7 
What ſerenuous Proofs in ev'ry Period ſhine ! | 
With ſuch -Succeſs the happy Goal you reach, 
Not Wiſdom's ſelf could better Leſſons teach; 
Could more impartially the Caſe decide, 

And ſolve the Doubts that roſe. on either Side. 


Fly! brutal Wretches fly! no more proclaim 
Your want of Candour, and your Love of Shame: 3 
No more the Foibleſs of the Sex explore, 1 


— 


But own the Force of Yirtue's ſovereign Pow r: 


Let 
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Let bright Mariſſa! now your Rage diſarm, 


Whoſe Eyes are Darts, wlioſe ev'ry Word's a 
(Charm. 


He ſaid 
Yet I delay d the Bleſing\to receive, 
And ſcarcely could the welcome News believe: 
Wav'ring I ſtood, with Hope and Fear oppreſt, 
Such diff rent Paſſions ſtrove within my Breaſt ; 
Leſt he had utter'd more than was your Due, 
For ſure I thought it could not all be true. 


Forgive this Doubt; my Error ſoon I found, 
And was.in Wonder and Amazement drown'd ; 
Such Wit, and Learning, ſhin'd in ev'ry Part; 
Such ſerious Piety, ſo free from Art: 

Entranc'd with Foy, I found his Words were true, 
And freely own'd, he ſcarce had ſpoke. your Due. 
"Twas then in rural Notes I ſung your Fame; 
Twas then I bleſs'd our fair Defender's Name. 
But while in artleſs, humble Lays, [ trove 

. i expreſs my Duty, Gratitude, and Love; 5 
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EL 3 T heard 
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T heard 2 joyful Murmur eccho round. 


And all the beauteous Quire Maria's Name 
(reſound, 


To the Laty mobi Fi 
On Printing Her Excellent Porn MS. 


MAaDan, 


Ould I the Wonders l your Pen rehearſe. 
In Notes, as ſweet, and lofty as your Verſe, 
With eager Haſte I would this Volume meet, 
And pay my duteous Homage at your Feet, 


Extol your great, your generous Deſign, 

And praiſe the Beauties of each ſparkling Line: 
Show, with what ſolid Pleaſures they delight, 
How Wit, and Learning, in your Works unite : 


With what Uluſtrious 9 you Friendſhip 
(dreſs, 


And lichte Virtue's lovely Form expreſs, 
What pious Zeal, your ſacred Lines inſpire, 


And how you raiſe our Souls with true Seraphick 


(Fire, 
But 
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But oh! roo Conſcious of the Want of Art, 

me l dare not write the Dictates of my Heart; 

nd, Leſt my unſkilfal Myſe ſhould rudely praiſe 

SN A Theam, deſerving of the nobleſt Lays, 


eee 


An ANSWER to ſome Verſes 
written by Mr. UVEDALE. 


5 


O more with Syllagiſms try 
To prove hlind Love a Deity :; 
Love has no Pow'r to win the Field, 


wy” 8 
. a a ee i nes : 


But when we tamely pleaſe to yield. 
And thoſe tremendous Darts and Bow, 


es | Which flatt'ring Poets did beſtow, 

, | Are not for Service, but for Show. 

7 | Mere argon of the chiming Tribe, 

ſhip | Who firſt invent, and then deſcribe. 
8 N That mighty Pow'r, by which he rules, 


Was feign'd by ſuperſtitious Fools, 
Who wanted Regſon's clearer Day, 
To chaſe their Paſſions Clouds away : 
L 4 And 
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And had not Senſe to find the Cheat, 
For Love, and Reaſon, ſeldom meet. 


So Witches exerciſe their Will, 
And tim'rous paſſive Creatures kill ; 
But never found ſo ſtrong a Charm, 
That could undaunted Spirits harm. 


In vain you ſtrive ! to make me fear 
Prediction, which will neer appear, 
On native Strength ſtill rely, 
And undiſturb'd with Love will die. 
For know, I can no more believe 
My quiet Breaſt ſhall Love receive; 
That he from Heart, to Heart does ſtalk, 
Than you can fancy Ghoſts do walk. 


Ah! let not free-born Souls give way 
To ſuch an arbitrary Sway: 
Nor Idolize one Paſſion's Name, 
When all the Reſt have equal Claim. 
Fear might as well a Godſoip have, as this; 
And Hate, demand an. Apother/it, 


To 
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G! NCE you ſuch kind Commend: are pleasd 
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K. 5 S 
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7 the Lady PAKINGTON at 
- the Bath; with theſe POEMS 
in Manuſcript. 


| 5 (to ſend, 
And bleſs me with the charming Name of Friend: 
How can I longer with your Will diſpute? 

No, Madam ! know, your Pow'r is abſolute, 

So kindly you, for all my Fears provide, 


What FRO the Critick ſees, the candid Fried 
(will hide, 


3 


Once did I wiſh this Viſit you'd excuſe, 
And ſpare the Bluſhes of a conſcious Muſe, 


Who fear'd before ſuch Judgment to appear, | 
And dreads that Juſtice which ſhe ſhould revere: 


A Judgment, which does all with Awe ſurprize, 


And Wt, as pow'rful, as your conqu'ring Eyes. 
Ah! let me freely then, this Truth confeſs, 
I can't admire you more, nor would adore you leſs. 

V. On 


384 1 


On the Death of Tout” "TANNER 
Eq, Member or Nerd in 


Cornwall. 


LO SE by the Margin of a filver Flood, 
M 4 | There ſtands a lofty venerable Wood; 
Where many of both Sexes daily walk, 
For Contemplation ſome, and ſome for Talk. 
Hither Cornelia did with me repair, | 
And whilſt we prais'd the Calmneſs of the Air, > 
Nature, methought, did for a Change prepare. |} 
The glorious Sn his quick ning Beams withdrew, 
And bluſt'ring Boreas ſolemn Breezes blew ; 
Sweet Philomel began a doleful Strain, 
And ſhapeleſs Echo did again complain: 
The feather'd Quire ſad Anthems chant around, 
The Hills, and Vales, the doleful Noiſe reſound. 
A ſudden Horrour ! both our Souls inſpir d, 


The Cauſe we fear d, the wond rous Signs admir d. 
When 


- $94 
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When Lo! ! "young Bacchus with his Train ans 


(pear'd, 
Silenus, Midas, and the Ruſtick Herd $175 af 
No verdant Ivy circled in his Head, 
Nor Panther's Skin was o'er his Shoulders ſpread. 
But clad in Black, he ſlowly march'd before, 
And ſilently expreſs d the Grief he bore, 
Next came a Velvet Hearſe adorn'd with Ew, Ji 
Which Six moſt beauteous ſable Horſes drew, + 
And wept, as if their Maſter's Death they knew. J 
The mourning Swains in Crouds aſſiſted there, 
And Nymphs, and Satyrs, did conclude the Rear. 


Then up I ſtepp⸗ d, of one who agg d behind, 
Ask'd, for whom was that Pomp of Wo deſign'd? 
Eliza ! Ha cried She! canſt thou ſtand by, | 
And ſee him dead without a weeping Eye? 
Unmov'd, canſt thou behold Gramponio's End, 
Th' adopted Brother ! and thy Father's Friend ? 
Know then, by yonder * Fountain in that Shade, 
Midas a noble Compotation made, 
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* The Fountain Tavern in the Strand. 
And 
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And thither good Gramponls did invite, 

The fatal Time, alas, was Yeſternight! * 

He came and in the Middle of the Feaſt 
Enough, ſaid J, you ſhall omit the reſt: | 
To my dull Grotto, will I now return, 

And in fad Numbers for Grupo mourtt. 
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SyLvigs Diſafter. © | 


HEN Theſeus Ariadne left 
On Naxie's healthful Shoar, 
Kind Beochins! ſoon the Nymph reliev d, 
And bid Hey weep no more, 


II. 
But when Philafter, Sylvia left 


On Hamma's flatt ring Coaſt, 
To Savage Beaſts a trembling Prey, 
Shed no ſuch Help to boaſt. 
. | III. 
With hideous Cries, their Dens forſok, 
They rang d the Foreſt round; 
And ſable Night which then approach d, 
Encreas d the diſmal Sound. 
4 | | IV. Yet 
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Yet they, more humane far than he, on v } 
Are touch'd with Hloias Moan; D NEKIA - 


They dance, and howl, to charm bet Culef, = yd 


And gently guard H her Home. tl 1 
Te Powers ! what Alteration has 15 
A few poor Ages made, = 
Since God-like Men our Wrongs | redreſt, 
But now, alas! by them oppreſt, 
We fly to Beaſts for Aid. 


* * 
7 
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Occaſion d by reading BURNET and 
W HISTON's Theries Inſcrild 
to the Reverend and Learned Me. 
THOMAS KIMSON. | 


O let our Virtuoſos pore, 
And th Idol of tlie Schools adore: 


Let 
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Let them this Earth's Foundations lay 
By Atoms, or ſome other Way; ts. 
Aſſign to evry Thing A Cauſe, 

By Epicure s mechanick Laws : ; 

The Bounds of Nature s power bew, 
With what ſhe can, and cannot do. 
Whence the Moon, and how the Sun, 
From the Chaotick Maſs begun 5 
How Planets by Refraction glance, 
And in the Solar Syſtem Dance: 
How Comets Tail involv'd this Earth, 
And gave the fatal Deluge Birth, 
Whence tlie Central Fire came, 

And how twill melt the World in Flame 4 
Out of its Aſhes raiſe a new, 

And teach what Millenarians do. 
Thus, let theſe mighty Gnoſlicks Jarr, 
And raiſe an Hzpothetick War; 

In vain they ſtrive ! in vain they try! 


T explore the Cauſe with humane Eye: 
A Power ! uncircumſcribd by Fate, | 
Or ftatick Laws did all create: 


A Power, 


ls 
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A Power, Fuſt, Wiſe, Ongar reit 0 1 
Incomprehenſible by finite Senſe, id 100 
Produc't th fecit, the Cauſes underſtood; a<- 42 So 

He view d the Structure, and pronounc dit, Goode 
Here reſt, my buſ ſy, Thoughts 4 inquire no , mores 
The Work admire ! the e Archice eh * 


re | Th T- 9980 


On Mr. 1 2 Paintings, 


Extem pore. 


ö E LL may the Sceprichs love Suſpence, 

| And doubt of all they ſee; 

| Since Moreland leaves us no Defence 5 = 
For Senſe's Certainty. 5 : 


Moving Figures, living Price, 
Sanguin Warmth, and piercing Eyes; 8 
Lips that ſpeak, and Breaſts that pant, 
Seize us with a juſt Surprise. 
Oh Mvreland! could my n match thy 
| (Fame, 
EZ Greece ſhould no more boaſt ber Apelles Name: 
„ Nor 


a 
U— —— es. Ren” 12S — < — n — — 


1860 Mz erllay Pops, 


Nor Traly, for Titien make Pretenge,” . 
But both ſhould yield to thy Prebeminente. aid 


On "the. Death”; F Her 1 Homued 


Friend Trowas | STRODE Et, 
__ at Law. 


"HA T fatal Mee alone I by ; 
Nor howling Dog, or murm ring nd 
Did interrupt my calm Retreat, * 
But Time ſlid unperceiv'd as Fat e, 1 
And quiet as my Mind. N 1 
My Soul abſtract from worldly Thought, | Be 
On nobler Speculations wrought, 
Nor envy d Wealth, or State, 
Th Enjoyments of the Great: 
But thus of my jou d Solitude poſleſt, 


I with the Dead "Y Turns, and with my ſelf 
(convers'd. 


rr 
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n 0 
When Lo! a ſudden Voice I heard, | 
And looking up, appear d © | 


A Hea- 


, 
i 
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A beav'nly Form, all fair and bright, 
Clad in empireal Light: 8 
A Branch of Palm his Right-hand bore, 
And on his Head a raziant Crown he wore. 
Tis done! *tis done, cry'd he, Patemon's come] 
Rejoice on Earth with Us above, 
And praiſe th' Almighty Love, 
Rejoice ! Rejoice ! Palemon's come! 
A welcome Gueſt to his celeſtial Home. 
III. 
Ah me, ſigh'd I, and is Palemon dead, 
Who then muſt Wrongs redreſs; 
Or who aſſiſt the Fatherleſs ? | 
For Palemon was truly good, 
And practis d more than Others underſtood : 
How zealouſſy he d plead the Pauper 8 Cauſe; 
And for their Sake expound the Nation's Laws? 
Too partial Fates! is this your Method ſtill, 
To ſpare the Wicked, and the B breous kill? 
Alas ve have hut few Exemplars here, 
And ſoon as known, ſo ſoon they diſappear 
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The wiſe ! the juſt ! the 'good Palemon's dead | 


And with him all our No our Hopes,. and Com- 
| (forts fled. 


* 
Too full for Speech, I reſted here and ſigh d! 


When the bright Youth with Anger thus re- 
(plied, 


Thou fooliſh Maid ! tempt not the Pow rs Di- 
(vine, 


But to the Great Creator's Will reſign : 
Think'ſt thou thy finite Senſe can comprehend 
The vaſt Decrees of Fate, 
Or that 'tis fitting here below, 
Thou ſhould'ſt the final Cauſes know, 
Of thy terreſtrial State ? 
Heav'n is not partial; thy bold Words ade 
Nor let thy Sorrows drive Thee to Deſpair: 
We know he was all thou haſt ſaid, and more, 
And therefore fitter for that Bliſs, 
7 To which he now exalted is, 
And in bright Viſion ſees that God, 
Which here he did adore, 
TL | V. His 
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V. 
His Fame ſhall to ſucceeding Times ſurvive, 
And in great * Varru he remains alive; 
Varrus ! the elder Palæmon, 
For ſure, I think, their Souls were One, 
One undiſtinguiſh'd Flame, till ſent 
Into a ſep'rate Teriement : 
Yet there the Thowghts, and Wille, were One, 
A true fraternal Union, 
And gen'rous Varrus, fince his Friend is gone, 


Performs the ſame good Acts Palemon would 
(have done, 


Ceaſe then your Grief and with us ſing 
A Hymn to God out King 

Praiſe his Mercy, praiſe his Love ! 
Who died to ſave; 
Palæmon from the Grave, 


And purchas d with his Blood, a Seat for bim 
(aboves 


—— —— 


! 
: | 
fl x Sir GEORGE STRODE his Brother, alſo Serjeant 
| Fo A? Law. 


M 2 An 
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S NANA N N ROK NN SNN ANNA 
An Occaſional Epiſtle to STREPHON. 


CCUSE no more, oh gentle Swain 
The Mmphs of Coldneſs or Diſdain: 
Nature does ſure inverted grow; 


Let Streams then to their Fountains flow, 
Let Men ſtand off, and Maids make Love, 
Stars in excentrick Orbits move: 

Let Beggars rule, and Lords go plow, 
For Nymphs more gentle are, than Thou /! 
Thou] who couldſt rigidly deny 

A Matron's grave Society. 


Were ſhe like me, ſhe would reſent 
The poor evaſive Complement - 
And for ſuch bold affronting Action, 
Demand an ample Satisfaction: 
And ſo ſhe will without Diſpute, 
For Nomen's Wrongs are ſeldom mute, 


She 


© 
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She ſays, © You are a Recreant-Knight, 
And not old Dryden's Gentleſt-wight ; 
“And for your rich inviting Lady, 

* 'Tis all as falſe ! as falſe as may be: 
For had you been engag'd that Time, 

* You'd ne er have ſtaid to meaſure Rhime ; 
* Nay, tarried by the Clock whole Hours, 
* Avenge this Slight, ye juſter Pow'rs ! 
Hold, Madam! Hold! beſeech you, ſaid I, 
He might not diſappoint a Lady, 

Whom he to Wedlock would confine, 

And you on him have no Deſign, | 


As for his Stay, I grant it true 
But 'twas in mere Revenge for you: 
Nor could he ſcape without a Sin, 
When ſpiteful I had lock'd him in. 

To pick a Lock, or break a Door, 
Might cauſe a Fate, you would deplore : 
But were't to dance in Cheeſe-cake Basket, 
I'm ſure he'd do't, as ſoon as asked. 


M 3 And 
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And paſs them with ſuch tender Skips, 
* As if he trod on Lover's Lips. | 


Well, *tis as good as Meat or Drink, 
On the next Interview to think ; 
How you will cringe, and ſhe will look, 
As if you both were Planer ſtruck, 
Each eager to revenge their Pain, 
Yet neither willing to complain, 


To King WILLI A. 


| Occafunally Written on the Reading 


of a Label, which begun with this 
Couplert. 


Hail happy William thor art ſlrangely Great, 
* But was thy Virtue cans'dit, or thy Fate © &c, 


Dread S1 R, 
IHA you are ſtil'd IUluſtrioully Great, 


Is owing to your Virtue, not your Fate 


Virtue was your Aſcendant, tis your Guide, 
Your ſacred Guard, by which you're fortified, 
Virtus, 


N 
| 


i 


N 


? 
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Virtue, with Valour, ever were your Aim; 
By thofe alone you hs atv, and overcane. 


When yet but young, „ Heay' n try what 7 2 
(could dV, 


It ſaw your Conduct, and approv d it too ; : 

And long ere we the Bliſs poſſeſs'd, we ſaw 
The youthful Prince, keep the proud King in Awe 7 
Saw the fierce Tyrant tremble at your Name, 


* 


And burſt with Envy at your ſpreading Fame « 


Dread your approaching Greatneſs, then in views 
And think what i injur d Innocence might do- 


When England s King, and arm'd with royal 
(Might, 


You ſhould no more in Vain demand your Right. 


Theſe Thoughts drove guilty Lewis to Deſpair, 
And for a future Armament prepare: 
To Britain then he does for Succour fly, 
And we no wiſer on his Faith rely; 
* Lend him Ships, Money, our beſt WVorkmen ons 
Teach him to fight againſt our felves, and you. 


In the Dutch War. 
M 4 But 
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But he! ingratefal he, forgets the Cauſe, 
Deludes our Princes to ſubvert our Laws: 
His Politicks are ſoon approv 'd, and they | 
Yield to his Methods, him alone obey, - 


And introduce an Arbitrary Sway, 


Laws, C7 and. nete, were ſtrain d the King to 
(ſerve, 


Juries w were pack'd, Judges from Juſtice fwerve: : 
Our Patriot Biſhops to the Tow'r were ſent, 
And Thoughts were then held worth 2 Puniſment. 
Iriſh, like Eg ypt's Locuſts, came in Swarms, 
Crouded our Street, and filld us with Alarms: 
Then oer the Land this Rumour ſpreads, prepare 
Not for Dragoons, but for a Maſſacre ! 

Thoſe Days, methought, were diſmal Times 

of Wo, 

But Heavn unlook'd for Bleſſings did beſtow j 
Sent you, dread Sir, to buoy * ſinking _ 
And raiſe Britania almoſt def; [perate, 


But when our Stateſmen your Arrival heard, 


And how the People all for you declar d; 


Then 


Then were they ſtricken with a pannick Fear, 
Which ſtill increas d a8 you approach d more near. 


Like Syria Camp, ſwift as the Wind they flew, / 


Tho' our Deliverer was not tlien in View. 


By Night, cheir r foretold they were IR. 
((one, 
F rom broken 1 they ſtart, prepar'd to run. 


Cry, where's the Prince? how far is he from 
Town? 


Help, help Diſguiſe, that I, may . unknown. 
Confounded doubly thus with Guilt and Fear, 


They ri they , you know not how nor 
(where. 


Some lirk in Holes, and others ſneak away, 
As Owls and Batts, abſcond at Sight of Day. 


n . 
"I'S 77 
ad 


Not Alexander, nor fam'd Ceſar too, 
Tho both were Heroes, could compare with Tou : 
U hey, but faint Shadows were of your Renown, + 


In them the Plan as laid, *tis you the Story | 


(crown. 


"How at the Boyne you fought, ſurviving Fame 
Shall to ſucceeding Ages ſtill proclaim, 
What 
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What noble Courage at Nawiar was ſhown! © 
What Conduct there in former Fights unknown! 
When mongſt _ EED and "ny Cannon 
13 33! (you, 
Expos'd your Rejal-Self, nor once withdrew 
Intrepid, you by hiſſing Bullets ſtood, 
Amidft an Hurricane of Fire and Blood - -+ 
Whilſt they around your ſet#bd Perſon fly, 
Yet touch'd not, aw'd by careful Deſtiny. . 
Aſtoniſhd Boufflers, this with Wender law! ! 
And tim'rous 77 Deroy was ſtruck with Awe; 
His panting Status, petrified with Dread, 
Appear'd like Cepheus *fore. the Gorgon's Head, 
Cloſe in their Camp your Yalour they beheld, 
Whilſt all around you plant freſh Lawrels in the 
(Field, 
The Gallick Monarch, tir'd with Wars alarms, 
Now begs your Friendſhip, and deſiſts from Arms; 
His Stores exhauſted, and his Treaſures ſpent, 
To ſue for Peace, proud Lewis is content, 
And you, tho' crown'd with Lawyels and Succeſs, 
| Your People's Father might I thus expreſs : 


Yet 


. wm was 
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Yet to prevent th' Effuſion of more Blood, 
Are pleasd to hear of Peace for Europe's Good. 
The Dawn already ſeems on us to ſmile, 
And Plenty comes again to bleſs our Iſie. 
Then, when in Peace, Great William we poſſeſs, 
Our Wiſhes cannot frame more perfect Happineſs, 


COSI ASICs 21S SASHA IS PRI UIS ISIS CMS UCICAIC 16 252M 
On the Stoick PHiLosOPHY. 


E Stoicks ! ſay without Pretence, 


| Whence ſprings your famous Indolence £ 
Is t from a Principle divine? 
Or but a Notion ſuperfine ? 
II. 
If SelFexiſtent in the Mind 
t were not to one Sect confin'd, 
All humane Kind the Gift would ſhare, 
And never know, or Love, or Care. | 
III. 
But if 2 Cb web of the Brain, 
Impoſſibilities to feign ? 
Maugre the Jargon of the Schools, 


You are but hypocritick Fools, 
| IV. Wha 


172 Miscellany Po k Ms. 
Who vainly boaſt, and proudly dare, 
Yet at the beſt, but Mortals are; 


And ſubject to the like Surprize 
Of Paſſions and Infirmit ies. 


V. 
For while we Humane Bodies own, 
Humane Paſſions will be ſhown ; 
And all your fancied Apathy, 
Is but a ſpecious Fallacy. 


| 
| 
; 


VI, 
When touch'd with Love's ſuperiour Force, 
 Philoſophys a vain Recourſe: 
Demoſthenes did Love purſue, 
And Plato had his Nymph in view, 


VII. 


Love's wondrous Powr all muſt obey, 
And ſoon or late confeſs his Sway : 

But never ! never yet was found 

From Love, or Death, a ſecond Wound, 


; 


Fre n tht 
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VIII. 3 

The Heart once touch d can love no more, 
Miſtaken Choice it may deplore: 
But freed from Love's tyrannick Chain, 
It unmoleſted will remain. 

q - 
Senſe and Int'reſt Love diſarm, 
Sympathy's the only Charm, 


Like Lwtes tun'd up to Uniſon, 
They are no longer Two, but One. 


X. m 
If Pain, the abſent Part does ſeize, 
The other Half can find no Eaſe : 
Oh Love ! Oh Harmony Divine ! 
Where Sympathy the Souls combine. 


-XI. 
Each others Thoughts by Inſtinct ſhown, 
Their Wills by Intuition known : 
What Wonders could my Pen rehearſe, 
Of ſuch angelical Converſe ? 


Epiſtle 
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Ehuiſtle to CLEMENA. 


Occaſroned by an Argument ſhe bad 
maintain d againſt the Aurhok. 


HO you my Reſolution ftill accuſe, 
And for Miſanthiophy condemn the Muſe 5 

Still finding Fault with what I moſt commend, 
And loſe good Humour in the Name of Friend - 
Yet if theſe pettiſh Heats you lay aſide, 
And by calm Reaſon let the Cauſe be yd. 
I make no Queſtion, but it would appear, 
You had no Cauſe to boaſt, nor I to fear, 


For when two bind themſelves in Marriage 
(Bands, 


Fidelity in each, the Church commands; 
Equals the Contract, equal are the Vows, 
Yet Cuſtom, diff rent Licences allows : 
The Man may range from his unhappy Wife. 
But Woman's made a Property for Life, 
To 
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To no dear Friend the Grief may be reveal d, 
No, ſhe poor Soul, muſt keep her Shame eonceald: 
And, to the Height of doating Folly grown, 
Believe her Husband's Character her own. 


= So have I feen a lovely beauteous Maid, 
Buy Duty forcd, by Intereſt betray, 
Reſign her ſelf into Nefarios Arms, 


And make the ſordid Wretch ſole Maſter of her 
(Charms. 


With ſeeming Tanſport he the Bliſs receives, 
With ſeeming Gratitude, rich Preſents gives: 
The fineſt Brillante thro the Town are ſought, 
The coftlieſt Livries for her Servants bought; 
The richeſt Ti ues for her ſelf to wear, 


And nothing that ſhe lik'd could purchasd 4 
(too dear. 


But 'ere the Sun his annual Courſe had run, 
Or thrice three Moons with borrow d Luftre 


(ſhone ; 
The Libertine reſum'd his brutal Life: 
Oh ! then how nauſcous grew the Name of Wife. 
Her Converſation, and her Charms were ſtale, 
Nor Vit and Beauty, longer could prevail: 


The 
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The Night he turn d to Day, the Day to Night, 
Yet ſtill uneaſy in Amintas Sight. 


At two, perhaps, he condeſcends to riſe, 
Fetches a Lawn or two, and rubs his Eyes 0 
Run, run, cries he, to Captain Hackwm's ſtraight, 
And tell the Rakes, I for their Coming wait; 
Be ſure you bring the Dogs, and heark, dye hear, 
Bid Tom, the Butler, in my Sight appear. 


The hungry Bravo s to their Patron run, 
And wonder that his Levee is ſo ſoon: | 
Bleſs me, ſays one, how well you look to Day 
Tother replies, ay, he may well look Gay, | 
When Vine, and Women, paſs his Time away. 
While Bus'neſs other Mortals Peace deſtroys, 
He gives his Soul a nobler Looſe to Joys. 
Enough, Nefario cries, fit down my Friends, 
Sce where the ſparkling Burgundy attends, 
This Wine was ſent from France but totlier Day, 
And never yet in Vintners Cellar lay. 


Set in for Drinking thus, they each recite 
The wonderful Atchievements of the Night. 
One 


10 
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One tells how he did Phillis ſerenade, 


F ought with the Vatch, and made them run afraid: 


While tother ſhrugging eries, I chang' d my Bed, 
And was in Triumph to the Counter led. 
But if the Town does Canes enough afford, 


TI drub that Raſcal where I bought my Sword. 


Sated at laſt with fulſome Lies and Wine, 
Nefario ſwears aloud, Tis Dinner Time. 
Aminta s call'd, and calmly down they fit, 


But ſhe not one poor Word or Look can get 


This Meat 's too ſalt, other 's too freſh, he cries, 
And from the Table in a Paſſion flies: 

Not, that his Cook is faulty in the leaſt, 

But tis the iE that palls his ſqueamiſh Taſte, 


Well, after having ranſack'd Park and Play, 
He with ſome hackney Vizer ſneaks away, 
To fam'd Pontacł s, or noted Monſieur Locket's, - 
Where Mrs. Filt, as fairly picks his Pockets. 
Thus bubbled, in Revenge, he walks his Round, 


From Lot three Storics high, to Cellar under 
Ground: 


N Scow'rs 
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Scow'rs all the Streets, ſome Brother Rabe doth 
(fight, 


And with a broken Pate ad the Nob. 
Or in ſome Tavern with the gaming Crew, 


He drinks, and ſwears, and plays, till Day doth 
(Night purſue. 


Mean while 4minta for his Stay doth mourn, 
And ſends up pious Vows for his Return: 
Fears ſome Miſhap, looks out at ev'ry Noiſe, 
And thinks each Breath of Wind, her dear Nefa- 


(rios Voice, 
At laſt the Clock ſtrikes Five, and Home he comes, 


And kicks the ſpaniel Servants thro the Rooms; # 


Till he the lovely penſive Fair doth ſpy, 

Nor can ſhe ſcape the ſordid Tyranny : 

A thouſand brutiſh Names to her he gives, 
Which the poor Lady patiently receives: 

A thouſand Imprecations doth beſtow, 

And ſcarcely can refrain to give th' iopending 
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Till tir'd with Rage, and overcome with Mine, 


Dead drunk he falls, and ſnoaring lies ſupine. 


Wretched 


2 Ju 
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Wretched Nefario ! no Repentance ſhows, 
But mocks thoſe ills Aminta undergoes : 
Ruin'd by him, with Pain ſhe draws her Breathy 
And ftill ſurvives an Evil worſe than Death. 
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Ah Friend! in theſe deprav'd unhappy Times, 


When Vice walks barefacd, Virtues paſs for 
(Crimes: 
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Many Nefurio's muſt we think to find, 
Tho' not ſo bad as this, yet Villains in their Kind. 
Hard is that Venture where our Al! we loſe ; 
But harder yet an honeſt Man to chooſe, 
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Iuſcrib'd to Mrs. GkRTRUDEH PHILIPS. 
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LAS! poor animated Clay, 
Why doſt thou thus thy Peace betray ? 
There's nothing here deſerves thy Care, 
One Hour we hope, the next deſpair : 
N 2 | Vain 
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Vain Ambition, ſordid Treaſure, 
Anxious Thowghts, and worldly Pleaſure, 
Make us preſent Objects chooſe, 

And care to get, and fear to loſe. 


But theſe will prove, when underſtood, 
Miſtaken Elements of Good: 
The only Center of our Lowe, . 
Our Simm Bonum dwells above: 
The great Creator of the Whole, 3 
Our God, our Guide, our ful End : f 
And ev'ry Motion of the Soul 

To him alone ſhould tend. 
By meditating on his Ways, 
Our wretched Souls immers'd we raiſe, 
And with our mental Eyes behold, 
Delights, which are not to be told. 
In Contemplation of that State, 
We future Foys anticipate; 
And while on Earth, a Share poſſeſs 
Of intellectual Happineſs. 


Thus 
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Thus ſhall we by Experience find, 
A ſilent Harbour in the Mind, 
To be the moſt ſecure Retreat, | | 
From the Oppreſſion of the Great, : 
And all Misfortunes that we meet, 


As heavy Bodies downward tend, 
And light Ones natrally aſcend : 
As Fire mounts up thro” liquid Air, 


So ſure are Mortals born to Care. 


SSS TT 


On Sir J-----S----- ſaying in a ſarca- 
ftick Manner, My Books would 
make me Mad. 


Au OD E. 


Nhappy Sex ! how hard's our Fate, 
| By Cuſtoms Tyranny confin'd 
To fooliſh Needle-work, and Chat, 
Or ſuch like Exerciſe as that, | 
But till deny'd th* Improvement of our Mind! 
N 2 * Women ! 
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« Women ! Men cry, alas, poor Fools! 

* What are they but domeſtick Tools > 
* On purpoſe made our Toils to ſhare, 
And eaſe the Husband's Oeconomick Care, 
*® To dreſs, to ſing, to work, to play, 

4 To watch our Looks, our Words obey, 


„ And with their little Follies, drive dull] 
(Thoughts away. 


cc 
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Thus let them humbly in Subje&ion live; 
* But Learning leave to Man, our great Preroga- 
(tive, 
II. 
Moſt mighty Sov reigns we ſubmit, 
And own ye Monarchs of the Realms of Vit: 
But might a Slave to her Superiours ſpeak, 
And without Treaſon Silence break, 
She'd firſt implore your royal Grace, 


Then humbly thus expoſtulate the Caſe. 


Thoſe, who to Husband: have their Pow'r re- 


(ſign'd (137 
Will in their Houſe à full Employment find, f 


And little Time command to cultivate the | 


(Mind., | 
'Had 
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Had we been made intuitively wiſe, 
Like Angels vaſt Capacities; 
I would allow we need not uſe, 
Thofe Rules Experience does infuſe : 
But if born ignorant, tho fit for more, 
Can you deny we ſhould improve our Store? 
Or won't you be ſo juſt to grant, 
That thoſe Perfections which we want, 
And can't acquire when in a married State, 
Should be attain'd before. 
Believe me, tis a Truth long underſtood ; 


That thoſe who know not why they're ſo, can 
(ne er be wiſe or good. 


III. 
What ſurer Method can we take, 
Than this ye ſeem to chuſe? 
"Tis Books ye write, and Books ye uſe . 
But yet we muſt a ſerious Judgment make, 
What to ele&, and what refuſe, 
Ist not by Books we're taught to know 
The great Creator of this World below > 
N 4 The 
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The vaſt Dimenſions of this Earth, 
And to what minute Particles poor Mortals owe 


(their Birth ? 

By Books, th' Almighty's Works, we learn and 
(prize, 

But thoſe Phanomena's, which dazle vulgar 
(Eyes, 


We can as much deſpiſe. 
And more than this, well choſen Bcoks do ſhow, 
What unto God, and what to Man we owe. 
Yet, if we enquire for a Book, 
Beyond a Novel, or a Play, 
Good Lord] how ſoon th' Alarms took, 
How ſoon your Eyes, your Souls betray, 4 
And with what Spite ye look ! 4 
How nat'rally ye ſtare and ſcowl, 4 
Like wond'ring Birds about an Owl, 


And with malicious Sneer, theſe diſmal Accents 
(howl. 


IV. 
Alas, poor Plato all thy Glory 's paſt: 
What, in a Female Hand arriv'd at laſt! 
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Sure, 
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Sure, adds another, tis for ſomething worſe; 
This Itch of Reading ſent her as a Curſe, 
Neo, no, cries good Sir John, but tis as bad, 


For if ſhe's not already crag d, I'm ſure ſhe will 
4 (be mad. 


Tis thus ye rail to vent your Spleen, 
And think your wondrous Wit is ſeen : 
But *tis the Malice of your Sex appears, 
$ What ſuffer Woman to pretend to Senſe | 
1 Oh! how this Oprick magnifies the Offence, 
; And aggravates your Fears ? 
But ſince the French in all ye ape, 
Why ſhould not they your Morals ſhape? 
Their Women are as gay and fair, 


Yet learned Ladies are no Monſters there. 
What is it from our Sex ye fear, 
That thus ye curb our Powers? 
D'ye apprehend a bookiſh War, 
Or are your Judgments leſs, for raifing ours? 
Come, come, the real Truth confeſs, 


(A Fault acknowledg'd is the leſs) 
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And own it was an avaricious Soul, 


Which ** with greedy Eyes, monopolize the 
(whole : : 


And bars us s Learning on the ſelfiſh Score : 
That conſcious of our native Worth, 


Ye dread to make it more. 


Then thanks to Heav'n, we're Engliſh born and 
(free, 


And thank our SE Laws that give ſuch 
. (Liberyy. 


SC GRS 
AS OL I LOQUY. 


On ohſerving an Hour-Glaſs in a 
ſleepleſs Night, Dec. 22. 1715. 


Ioſeribed 10 the Right Homourable the Lady 
Mary Irwin. - 1 
1 

E E, in this emblematick Glaſs, 11 
How ſwift thy circling Minutes paſs : . 
Ere we can ſay, this is begun, 5 4 ( 
Another Minute hurries on; \ kh 


Another 


Another that; ſtill more ſucceed, 
And on each others Footſteps tread. 


Such conſtant Motion, Time does keep, 
Whether poor Mortals wake or ſleep, 

1 Or t, or walk, or work, or play, 

His ſteady Courſe knows no Delay ; 

$ And unperceiv'd, Life glides away. 

All Things a /ated Period have; 

! All! all muſt center in the Grave: 
The Fool ! the Cheat! the Wiſe! the Fuſt! 
Lie undiſtinguiſbd in the Duſt : 


Our Souls alone ſurvive to be, 


| or curs'd, or bleſs d eternally. 


Ohh gracious God ! our Strength improve, 
Confirm our Faith, increaſe our Love; 
Remit our Sins, direct our Will, 

Preſerve us from all future ill: 

Let Charity our Souls inſpire, 

And Grace correct each vain Deſire. 

Oh ! make us number out our Days, 


That while we tread Life's Thorny-maze, 
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We keep with Vigilance our Guard, 


I ö 
5 
N 


And mayn't be taken unprepar d. 
A RE rf, ttt net r He cb | 
— 1 

On his Confeſſion of PhILOSo HV. 


AS Sir! with you, I now confeſs, I 1 
| Moſt vain are all our Sciences - 3 
Life is ſhort, and Art ſo long, 
Nature weak, and Knowledge ſtrong : 
And, ere Induſtry wins the Day, 
Grim Death arreſts us on the Way : 
But though we could the Goal attain, 
And Maſters of all Science reign ; 1 
Let ſtill, we muſt to Deaths dread Summons 4 
| | (bow, 
And go we know not where, and die we know : 
(not how. 


So, 
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So, poor unhappy * Daphnis ſtrove; 
Long ſung of Nature, and of Love; 
From Greece, and Rome, rich Trophies brought, 
And Greek, and Roman Learning taught, 
In Notes, which charm'd the Nymphs and 


(Stains, 
And echo'd round the Britiſh Plains . 
But ah ! in vain, he Fame purſu d, 
= In vain, the fleeting Goddeſs wood; 
a In vain, he did on Natures Strength rely, 


i For humane Frailty got the Victory. 6 


Come then ye Studious, come ye Wiſe ; 
Come all who worldly Learning prize ; 
Of Pylades, now learn to live, 

To Pylades, juſt Honour give: 

He, who has Arts great Circle run, 
And praiſe with Admiration won. 
Yet now a nobler Path purſues, 
And learned Vanity ſubdues. 


— 
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* Mr. CREECH. 


He 
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He wiſely counts his Time and dam 
And finds em far beyond the Gains; 4 : 

To ſacred * Truths reveal 4, he then doth fly, 

That only ſure Suppor on which we can rel. p 


oo. 5 


a "Tis there, ve learn out Malers Will ; 71 

There, we praiſe his mighty Skill; 
There, we {hun a dreadful Doom J 

There, we find a Life to come. 

And to thoſe ſacred Books we owe 

All the ſolid Good we know: 

In each charming Page do ſhine 

Laws both Humane and Divine : 
Wond'rous Judgments! Mercies too! . © 
Yet not a Word, but what is true: 

And alſo there by Faith we prove, 

The Vaſtneſs of Almighty Love : 
Thus rais'd on Contemplation's Wings you 90, 


And leave the mercenary World below. 


1 


Procee l, dear Friend, exert thy tuneful Voic 
Long be thy Race, and conſtant be thy Choice. 
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Still love bright Truth, her ſacred Myſt ries 

Cc̃tlear, 

Oh ſtill inſtruct us and well gladly hear: M 
So may'ſt thou from the Plagues of Life be free, 

As thou, thy . do'ſt impart to me. 2 
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H Heav'n ! if Mortals could foreſee 
& Th' Events of dark Futurity; 
They wiſely might their Conduct ſteer, 
And juſtly Rationals appear. 


But now by Paſſions hurried on, 
We blindfold to Deſtruction run; 
Nor can diſtinguiſh Truth from Lies, 
Or ſacred Vows from Perjuries. 


Ah cruel Paſſions ! cruel Fate! 
Why, are we born to love and hate e 
Why, can we for theſe Paſſions give 
No better Cauſe than why we live ? 


Why 
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Why, can't we from our Paſſions run, 
No more than we can Living ſhun ? | 
Why, know we Right, yet Wrong purſue, 
And doat on the deluſive View? 


CE EEC CEE IL EE IN EET 
SS To bn 
A Pindarick Op k. 
Liſcrib d by Command to Her Honoured Unkle 


RICHARD OSBORNE, E.; 


A wretched Maid ! now give a Looſe to q 
(Grief, 8 

Nor Art, nor Invocation uſe; 

Thy fatal Loſs admits of no Relicf, Y 
And does all fruitleſs Aid refuſe, F 

She, whom thou late eſteem'd'ſt ſo dear, 
By Hrius now is Slain : 

For long in his ccleſtial Sphere, 

The ſpiteful Star had envied her, 


And ſhed his Rays in vain : 


* 


1 
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'Till mad with Shame, and Rage to find _. 
His Luſtre by her Eyes out-ſhin'd, 
He ſhot a baleful Influence, 
And ſnatch'd his beauteous Rival hence. 
Begin, oh Muſe ! this mournful Scene diſcloſe, 
In Notes as ſad, and boundleſs as my Woes, 


IT. 
Nine Times the S» his yearly Courſe had _ 
And twice nine Moons with changing Luſtre > 


(ſhone, 

Since Fills firſt Breath, and Love to me begun. | 
Fine was her Mein, and moſt exact her Form, 
Black ſparkling Eyes, her lov'ly Face adorn'd ; 
Two ſtately Dew-laps dangled o'er her Breaſt 

(Th hereditary Enſigns of her Race) 

Unſpotted Whiteneſs cover all the reſt, 
And when ſhe bark'd, 'twas with majeſtick Grace. 

But'oh ! what fit Expreſſions can I find, 

To ſhew the Beauties of her fairer Mind ! 

So Fond ! ſo Faithful ! ſenſible and true, 

So nobly Force] and yet ſo gentle too. 


0 Gs 
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One Look, or Nod, inſtructed her with Eaſe, 
As if her only Care had been to pleaſe: 
Such Gratitude in all her Actions ſhin'd, 

Such conſtant Love ! Perception ſo refin'd, | 


That ſhe, or was, or ſeem'd to me, tlie nobleſt| 
| (of her Kind.) 


III. 
Thus long we liv'd from Tout h together bred, 
And at one Table conſtantly were fed: 
Till on a fatal inauſpicious Day, 
As in the Suns bright Beams ſhe basking lay, 
Her beauteous Eyes ſhe rowl'd about in vain, 


And ſcarcely could endure the Light for Pain: 


An Atrophy her lov'ly Form invades, 


Her Bones ſtart thro' the Skin ! her Skin's bright 
(Luſtre fades! | 


The vital Flood ebb'd ſlowly from her Heart, 
And deadly Pangs tormented ev ry Part : 
This for the Space of five long Days ſhe bore, 
Without a 57g, or one repining Groan; 
While I the greater Brute her Fate deplore, 
And teach her how to moan, 
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At laſt as I ſat grieving by her Side, 


She ws d her fainting: Eyes on mine, then fetch'd a 
| (Sieb and died. 


IV. 
Farewel ! Farewel ! dear Calmer of my Cares, 
Thou faithful Partner of my Hopes and Fears 5 


| When I was pleas'd;how joyful wouldſtthou be? 
= When I was ſad, how melancholy thee ? 
8 Thus ct or well, in good or bad Eſtate, 
: Thou ſtill didſt Sympathize with me, 
| 4 In ev ry Turn of Fate. 
C Long Converſe which does often move 
Q y Contempt, inſtead of Love, 
1 In thee quite otherwiſe appears: 


"t i For as thou didſt advance in Years 
4 Thy Kindneſs did improve: 


No Change of Fortune could thy Love pre- 
(vent, 


0 q Egual in all Eſtates! in ev'ry Change content. 
"MY But never more ſhall F behol4 thoſe Eyes! 
: Cold as the Grave, alas, my Fav'rite lies: 
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No more will ſhe amongſt her Fellow: play, 


And with her mimick Sports, chace my dull 
(Thoughts away. 


No more muſt ſhe—— 
But hold fond Maid! leſt Paſſion ſtill deceive, 
For when her Actions I review, 
T vow! I could almoſt believe 
The Metempſychoſis is true. 
Then Grief farewel ! adieu theſe childiſh Tears, 
But oh! a long Farewel, to thee 
Thou dear Companion of my tender Years : 
Thy Name ſhall ſtill ſurvive, altho' thou'rt dead, 
And this Inſcription on thy Tomb be read. 
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Here lies fair Fill, in whom we daily view'd 
The gen rous Proofs of noble Gratitude. 


* 
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s-, -S S- 
Apology for the foregoing O D E. 


þ AP now, methinks, ſome Cr:iticks ſmiling 
1 | (cry, 


How Folly does that Sex betray 

„ [ To ſuperſtitious Vanity ! 

Could nothing leſs, than Pindar's lofty Verſe, 
Adorn a paltry Mongril's Hearſe? 


Sure ſhes inſufferably dull, or nobler Themes are 
(ſcarce, 


Hold rigid Cenſors, I reply, 
Catullus of a Sparrow ſung ; 


Scribonius writ-upon a Hy, 
And Goddeus for an Owl his Lyre ſtrung. 
Ovid, in ſweet tho' mournful Lays, 
Eternaliz d a Parrots Praiſe, 
Melanf&on writ upon an Ant, 


And the learn'd Lipſius prais'd an Elephant. 
O 3 | Ceaſe 
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Ceaſe then this Elegy to ſcorn, 
The Verſe my Subject ſuits, 
Tho' Fill was but a Bitch in F orm, 
Her Senſe was more than Brutes, . 


N be Wb 
The ſecond Satyr of BoiLEAU 


mmitated. 
Inſcribd to Mr. R—G— 


HOU, whoſe ingenious fertile Brain 

1 Bring { forth with Pleaſure, not with Pain, 
Inftru& me in the Knack of Chime, 

And how to tag my Words with Rhime: 

For Phebus did to Thee impart 

His Knowledge in the tuneful Art: 


And ſomething more he gave as due, 
The Gift of verſifying too. 


So ſmoothly flows your Vein, and clear, 
So ſweet your Choice, yet ſo ſevere : 


Each 


1 


"OI 
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Each Thought and Word in order plac d, 

Each Line, with WW it, and Learning grac d: 
And when you condeſcend to write, | 
The Muſe unask'd aſſiſts your flight. 


But I! by vain Caprice betray'd, 
Have of a Paſtime Penance made: 
And for ſome Folly, or ſome Crime, 
Am doom'd perpetually to Rhime, 
In vain! I change the tuneful Feer, 
In vain | my filly Noddle beat; 
For when the Verſe requires White, 
The Myſe preſents me Black, in Spight; 
And when Id ſing ſome wondrous Bard, 
Inſtead of Dryden, ſhe writes 
My Patience loſt ! T then give oer, 
And almoſt vow 111 write no more. 


Yet, when I've ſomewhat eas'd my Spleen, 
And raild at Muſe and Hippocrene, 
Methinks the Goddeſs doth appear, 

And chide me for my dull Deſpair. . 


> i h bh Then 
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Then, Maugre all my former Pain, 

I ſnatch the Paper up again; 

Forget what J ſo lately ſpoke, 

And great Apollos Aid invoke. 

Yet, if for Rhime I could admit 

A cold, inſipid Epithet, 

I need not biting Fingers ſtand, 

But take a jingling Word at Hand : 

For if I prais'd ſome beauteous Phillis, 
Td call her, whiter ! than the Lillies, 

Or elſe compare her to the Sun, 

That Metaphor would eaſy run. 
Tranſpoſing thus a few fine Words, 
Which Cuſtom, or kind Chance affords, 
I without Art, or Genius either, 

Might quickly tack two Lines together, 
But my croſs Muſe ſuch Verſe refuſes, 
And trembles at each Word ſhe chooſes ; 
Diſdains to fill a vacant Place, 

With Words that may her Work diſgrace; 
Vex'd at her Choice, begins a-new, 

And writing three Words, blots out 7220 ; 


Yet 
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Jet ſtill diſlikes ! ſtill ſtrives to mend TH 
And thus her Labours never end, * a £3 1 


Curs'd be the Wretch ! who firſt confin'd, 
To Rules of Art, the nobler Mind: | 
Curs'd ! be the Firſt this Art admir'd, | ) 
Curs'd ! be the Demon, which inſpir'd, 
And fetter'd up his Thoughts ſublime, 

In ſtrict Impriſonment of Rhime ; 
Forcing us piece-meal to reherſe, | 6 
And ſplit the Sentence with the Verſe, 


Oli Pylades how bleſt were I 
In my belov'd Obſcurity ? 
If I had ne'er the Muſe addreſt, 
Nor with this Frenzy been poſſeſt: 
No pamper d Nun herſelf could pleaſe 


With fewer Cares, or greater Eaſe ; ; 
Or lead a more unactive Life, 


More free from Fear, or void of Strife. 


a 


But now, this tedious Dogerel Strain, 
With nightly Fumes, invades my Brain : 


And 
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And when tlie Town with Sleep is bleſt, 
"Tis then the Muſe diſturbs my Reſt ; 
Commands me from my Bed to riſe, 

And follow her whers-cer ſhe flies, 

Then like ſome poor enchanted F ool, 
That's made a rambling Witches Tool, 

I can't forbear, but up muſt get, 

And run, and ſtrive, and pant, and ſweat; 
Till wearied with this haggard Trade, 
And by her hum'rous Will delay d, 

With Diſcontenr I fir me down, 

And envy Secretary &r——n, 

Or Mevius, whoſe prolifick Muſe 

Each Month whole Volumes does produce: 
And with a formal dull Pretence, | 
Sets up for Wit, in Spight of Senſe, 

What, tho not one poerick Line 

Does in an hundred Pages ſhine ; 

The Pow'r of Wit! he can defy, 

And yet find Fools enough to buy. 
Maevins J ls ſure himſelf to pleaſe, 1 by 


Obſerves no Rules, and writes with Eaſe ; 
Admires 


- 
ts, 

* 
3 

2 
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Admires his own gigantick Strain, 
Then hugs himſelf, and writes again: 
Where: o er he goes, he doth reherſe,  _\ 
And murders all his Friends with Verſe. 


But 'tis not ſo with Vite polite; N 


They chooſe with Care each Word they Frite, "9 
And think the Myſe too ſlowly flies ! 4+ 
If too Sublime ſhe does not riſe. 

The critick World they charm with Eaſe, 

But ne'er their nicer Selves can pleaſe. 


So far from Pride, or vain Conceit, 

So modeſt, yet ſo nobly Great; 

That when they hear their Works admir'd, 
They wiſh they ner had been inſpir'd. 


Oh thou ! who ſeeſt my jaded Muſe, 


Prithee thy kind Endeavours uſe : 
Teach me the Method of Inditing , 


Or qualify this Itch of Writing. 


To 
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„5 eee 


To Mr. R— 6 in the Cun. 
try, on her receiving a Letter ſub- 
 fſerib'd Nemo, 


| D I for ſordid Gain attempt to write, ö 
Or in a popular Applauſe delight; 


Theſe envious Creatures wou'd have ſome Pretence 
To whet their Weapons, in their own Defence: 
With Juſtice then, they might proclaim a War 
And dart their poiſon'd Arrows from afar. 

But I, who ncer to Lawrels did aſpire, | 
Ne'er wiſh'd for Fame, or wrote a Line for Hire, | 
Still from thoſe vulgar Ends my Soul was free, 

Nor ought deſir'd beyond Obſcurity. 

Of me, methinks, they need not be afraid, 

Me!] who will neer uſurp their rhiming Trade. 
Yet Oh, my worthy Friend, in Notes obſcure | 
Theſe Birds of Night on me their fury pour; 
From groſs Untruths they falſe Concluſions draw, N 


And ſay I pillage Books I never ſaw, 
So | 
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So with ſly Chatter, or malicious Feud, 
They daily interrupt my charming Solitude, 


Thus tir'd with Xnaves, and Fools, I fly to Thee 


For ſound Advice in my Neceſſit ,; 
And were our ſacred Friendſbip not ſo great, 
I cou'd even en vy thy ſecure Retreat. 


ves. ocSp;. od wg td ed 


An Epiſtle from Octavia at ROME 


to Maxk AxToxy in Ægypt. 
From the French. 


[]Uhappy Wretch ! why wert thou born 
To Doat on one who Loves not thee? 
Thy faithful Love but meets his Scorn; 
Thy Grief is his Felicity. 


II. 
Say, dear Deceiver, why ſhou d you 
An harmleſs Woman thus enſnare ? 
Why, with a feigned Love purſue > | 


And then abandon to Deſpair ? 
: III. Sole 


2 
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_ - 
Sole Miſtreſs of my Heart I reign'd, | 
And vainly thought I ſtill ſhou'd be; 
Who had ſo many Conqueſts gain d, 

Yet was my Tf intotich'd and free. 
Since Graritide cou d not perſwadeʒ, 
Nor prudent Int reſt move my Heart; ra 
I! laugh. d at thoſe by Love betray d, . 

And proudly ſcoff d at Cupid's s Dart. 


v. 
And ſtill untouch d I had remain'd, 
If I had never ſeen thoſe Eyes, 
Which at firſt Sight the Vic ry gain'd, 
As Excellencies give ſurprize. 


VI. 
Aſtoniſhd ! and confus'd ! I felt 
Love's fatal Pow'r ! invade my Breaſt 
So ſubtile Light'ning's ſaid to melt 
Silver, and yet not burn the Cheſt, 


1 


OY 


5 
2 
i 
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VII. Too 
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VII. 
Too late! J found, I was undone! 
ret modeſtly the Flame conceal d, 
Till, by confeſſing firſt your own, 
You my refifii&ſs'Love reveal'd. © 


—- 
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How happy then! How more than bleſt!  -'-+ | ö 

Was I, in this my golden Dream? | 1 

Of all I wiſh'd on Earth poſſeſt hn  \'N 

I envy d not the greateſt Queen. (as | 

4 : 

r 1 

How often have you kindly own'd, \ ON s 

That we each others Tales were» © © | h 

And Sympathy our Souls had crown'd. ON 20 C | : 

With Delicacizs too ſevere. 8 

8 

X. 8 

That neither cou d from either find "2! Cotte 1 

A Counterpart, ſo like our own ; 1 
Where ev'ry Sentiment combin'd, 1 
Created for our ſelves alone. 


00 f | XI. Whence 
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XI. 
Whence comes it then you now abhor 
This faithful Heart ! which once you prizd ? 
Why muſt I ſce your Face no more? | 
Why, die unpitied, and deſpird e 


XII. 
Are num'rous Conqueſts all your Aim? 
And are you but a common Man? 
Oh Ceſar ! yet your Heart reclaim 
By the fam'd Youth of Macedon. 


%- 


XIIT. 
Tho' Victor of the World! he choſe 
Of all his captiv'd Dames but one, 
On whom to fix his Lifes Repoſe 
Such Temp'rance in his Conqueſt ſhone. 


XIV. 8 0 
Like ſiſter Streams, united Hearts 
Flow with a Current, ſtrong and clear ! 
But channel d into many Parts 
It weak and muddy will appear. 
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K EE 
To CavkNDISH WEE DON Eſq; 


On bis Cmſorts of Divine Muſick at 
 ,-- Stationers-Hall;:. 


UCH is the Vice, or Folly of this Age! 

That few unbrib'd in Virtue's Cauſe ingage; 
Without Relief, ſhe ſinks in vile Diſdain, | 
Scorn'd | and deſpiſed ! unleſs ſhe promiſe Gain. 
And then, perhaps, ſome mercenary Quill, 
Diſcov'ring equal Want of Love, and Sa 
Takes up the afflited Cauſe, with vain Pretence, 
And quite betrays it by a weak Defence. 


But you, Dear Sir, by new and nobler Ways, 
inſpire our Souls, and our Devotions raiſe ; 
Virtue ! by you, in Luſtre deck d appears, | 
And ſacred Hirmony now charms our Ears, 
Beyond th' imagin d Muſick of the Sphears, 


- 


b Oh 
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Oh wou d the Town, encourage your Deſign, 
Or wou'd the pious Few ! ſincerely join ⁵ 
How Quickly then might you reform, the Stage, 
And quell the ſpreading Vices of this s Age: ? 1 
Each modern Immorality ſuhdu, 
And holy Union ! thro' the — > 


— 


But / you with Hydra Vices muſt ingage, 
Which. fear your Pow'r, and vent their im pious 


(Rage, 
Leſt your celeſtial Notes diſſolve their Reign, 
Redeem their Slaves, and Virtue crown again. 
Thus Left alone! and unaſſiſted too! 
The pious Aim with Zeal you ſtill purſue : 
At your ſole Charge, the Bleſſing you beſtow, 


And reach us what's above, by what we hear be- 
(low. 
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On the modi ſh Whim CoFFEo- 
5 M A N. C To 
; Retched ſu perſtitious Foel, 
c Here ſet up thy final Reſt ; 
Le arn to ack by Reaſon's Rule; 


Humane Preſtience is à, Jeſt. 


II. 
What is paſt, it may deſeribe; 
What is preſent, alſo tell: 
But, if eer ſo high we Bribe, 
What's to come, it can't reveal. 


III. 
Some Things right, and others wrongs 
"Tis at utmoſt but a Gueſs ; 
And our Fancy being ſtrong 


Heightens up the Inages. 


P 2 IV. All 


212 Miſcellany Po k Ms. 


| th. 


IV. 


All our Hopes, and all our Fears, 
Aggravated and increaſt; 

Cruel ! and inteſtine Wars! 
Multiply'd within our Breaſt. 


V. 
Doubts of Friend's ! and Truſt in Foes ! 
Are the leaſt it does procure: | 
Thouſand! Thouſand! needleſs Woes, 
Muſt the curious Wretch endure. 


VI. 
Fooliſh ! and deceitful Art ! 
To what Purpoſe doſt thou tend? 
Can'ſt thou eaſe one anxious Smart? 
Or retrieve one fuithleſ Friend ? 


2 PS Any wo - 
** 


VII. | $ | 
If thou canſt not alter Fate? | 
But what t! will certain be; 


TIl no more anticipate : 


Future Fox, or Miſery. 


VIII. Hence! 


a2 2 Ing 2__ » 
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VIII. 
Hence ! fallacious Science ! hence, 
Tempt no more with what's to come ! 
I'm refign'd to Providence, 
And Patience be my Doom, 


Deere eee eee 


To Sir RoGER LE STRANGE, on 
his Seneca. 


AD great Le-flrange ! been born in C?ſar's 
(Days, 


He had eclips'd the noble Szoick's Praiſe : 


But Providence] being kind beyond our Due, 


To Rome gave Seneca! to Britain you. 
She then did our Degen' racy preſage, 
And kept that Bleſing for this barren Age. 


Sure, if thoſe mighty Gh do care or know, 
In what Eſtate their Fame ! ſurvives below, 
Th' illuſtrious Spaniard! muſt rejoice to ſee 
His Works refind ! and methodiæ d by thee! 


Wu Thou ! 
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Thou! who ſo nobly haſt expreſs'd his Senſe, 
And made him ſpeak in Northern Eloquence. 


All hail great Seneca ! tis how thour't bleſt | 
Thy younger Brother bids thee fafely reſt. 
He, who victoriouſly has ſet thee free, 
From all the Hackneys of Philoſophy : 

For after him, what impious Pen will dare, 
His dull Tranflation, with Le-ſtrange compare. 


Zo the late Duke of Nor FOLK. 
Au OD E. 


N former Times, when condeſcending Gods 
Viſited Mortals poor Abodes, 
Tell me, my Muſe, what Homage did they pay, 
When they perceiv'd the Pow'r Divine? 
What Incenſe did they offer at his Shrine? 
What Gifts upon his Altar lay? 


Muſe 
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Muſe. 


. 1 1 
A Sacrifice they did prepare, | 
The choiceſt of their Flocks ; 
The beſt and youngeſt were their Care, 
That graz'd on Meads and Rocks: 
| Hymns of Praiſe ! and Incenſe too, 
But that's no Precedent for you. | 
Theirs were but fictious Deities, ,  _ L 
Which Prieſts ſet up for Gain, j 
And with a pious Artifice, 
Did ſoon the giddy Mob ſurprize 
To worſhip but in vain. 
Their Yows and Of rings were unſeen, unheard, 
Twas only Superſtition made them fear d. 


| III. 
But Lo 
Who's this does now appear? 
No Phæbus ! Mars I or Pan ! 
j1 A more ſubſtantial Pom r is here, 
I A wond'rous God-like Man. 
v P 4 No 
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No angry Cloud his Viſage wears, 
No Terror on his Brom appears, 
But charming Go9dnefs in his Looks doth ſhine, 
And every Accent ſeems divine. | 
Let After- ages then this Wonder tell, 
That far as Hero's vulgar Men ſurpaſs, 
So far this one doth all the reſt excel. 
Farewel ! 


I can't inform thee, whats his Due, 
But ſure no vulgar Off ring muſt be made by you, 
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IV. 
Is't poſſible, (my Lord,) you can excuſe, 1 
This rude Deſertion of a baſhful Muſe; 
Who ne'er with ſuch an Honour bleſt before, 
Dares not longer now attend, 
Left ſhe thro' Ignorance offend 
The Pow'r ſhe would adore, 7 
Thus left unguided in a foreign Way, f 
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Forgive me, that T know not how 
My due Devoirs to pay. 
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Hecatomba I would beſtow, - 1 
And fragrant Gums on ſmoaking Cenſers ſtrow; 
Joyful Peans ! ſhould reſound 
Thro! all the vocal Groves around, 
Ev'n Echo ſhould her Plaints forget, 
And multiply the Sound. 
But Poet's Fate is always poor, 
And Wiſhes bound my preſent Store, 


V. 

| Oh! that Apollo would my Muſe inſpire 

With one bright Ray of his harmonjous Fire: 
' How would ſhe in extatick Lays -Þ 
| Warble out great Norfolk's Praiſe ? 

| How ſweetly ſtrike the Lyre 2 

i But tis in vain to try, 

For Phebus looks with Anger down, 

ö And frowns we aim'd ſo high. 

i But tho' I muſt not Thanks expreſs 

le For this unlook'd for Happineſs, 

Yet ſomething ſure is in my Pow'r, 


. : Which 
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Which Tine, nor Chance can rob me of 
Dntil my lateſt Hour. 

Grateful Vows are ſurely due, | 

And grateful 'Vows ſhall ſtill be made for you. 
So Heev's it ſelf, when we no more can pay, 

Accepts our Inclination to obey. 


S eee 


To ALMYSTREA, on her Divine 
Works. 


AIL happy Virgin! of celeſtial Race, 


Adorn d with Wiſdom ! and repleat with 
5 (Grace! 


- oY # 
. # i : 


By Contemplation you aſcend above, 
And fill your Breaſt with true ſeraphick Love. 
And when you from that ſacred Mount deſcend, 
You give us Rules our Morals to amend : 
Thoſe pious Maxims you your ſelf apply, 
And make the Univerſe your Family. 


No more, Oh Spain! thy Saint Tereſa boaſt, 
Here's one out-ſhines her on the Britiſh Coaſt ; 


Directs 
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Directs as well, and regulates her Love, 

But in that Sphete, with greater F orce doth move. 
Whoſe Soul, like hers! view'd its Almighty End! 
And to that Center, all it's Motions tend : 

Like her! ſhe glorious Monuments doth raiſe, 
Beyond male Emy] or a female Praiſe! 


Too Long! indeed, has been our Sex decry'd, 
And ridicul'd by Men's malignant Pride; 
Who fearing of a juſt Return forbore, 
And made it criminal to teach us more. 
That Women had no Souls, was their Pretence, 
And Women's Spelling paſt for Wemen's Senſe. 
When you, moſt generous Heroine I ſtood forth, 
And ſhow'd your Sex's Aptitude and Worth, 
Were it no more! yet you bright Maid alone, 
Might for 8 World of Vanity atone! 
Redeem the coming Age! and ſet us free 
From the falfe Brand of Incapacity. 
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FN b eb b c be bre abel 
To ZENO BIA. 


LL like your ſelf, you ſtill appear, I ſee, 
Not tainted alamode with Coguettry : 
No! you have kept unſullied, tho' the Times 
Even make our Innocence, and Virtue Crimes. 


Our barren Age does now produce but few 
So nicely delicate in Style as you : 
Bleſt with a pure and unaffeted Strain, 
So deep the Senſe, and yet ſo clear a Vein: 
New Charms in all your Actions you diſplay, 
And Sterling Wit in ev'ry Word you ſay. 
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alto a k ctetein cite riet af ern cis cc 
A Paſtoral ELE C r, 1 2 


On HEeNRy late Duke if N ORFOLK, 


begun by PrLApks in the G 
— fmiſh'd * the bee 


Town. 


PrLADES. 
O* ! whence Eliza flow thoſe pregnant Tears, 


That call for mine, and raiſe my utmoſt 
(Fears > 


Why ſit you drooping in this Shade alone, 
And make the Woods lament to hear your Moan > 
Tell me why thus exceſſively you grieve? 


I fain wou'd know, becauſe I'd fain relieve. 
Er1za. 


My Grief 1s greater than I can expreſs, 
Exceeds all Bounds, admits of no Redreſs. 


PYLADES 


1 
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PrTLAPDEs. 


* 


Oh — tell! that! may bear a part, 
And bring ſome comfort to th throbbing Heart, 
* in * eaſe the! Smart. 


140. \ Bxrirz 4. N 


- 


1. Wo not) Br n Cauſg, my Woes revösl, 


Nor let my Aeareſt Friend my Sorrow * 7 


And ſince I am afflifed, loft, undone, 
Compleatly wretched, let me be alone. 


PYLADES. 


Unleſs I may with you participate 


In all your Paſſi tons, ev'ry Turn of Fate; 


Unleſs I'm ſuffer'd to condole with Ts | 


How can Ithink your promis'd Friendſhip true? 


In Vain on your Affeckion I depend, 

If unſintere; in Vain you call me Friend; 
And I conjure you, if you think me ſo, 

No longer thus from me conceal your Is. | 
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EE TZ A 

Well! ſince with fuch a foreible Conſtrainkt:: 
You preſs to know the Cauſe of my Complaint, ) 
Wherein your {elf an equal Portion bear: 
Witt melting Heart the difmal Tidings hehe . 
Oh Pylades! our mutual Hopes are fled; ©} 
How ſhall I ei thoſe Words? great Polio x dead. 


\ ao 
Prrapes. 


| 14 
44 1204 


Forbid i it Heav'n ! ! our gen' rous Perron gone? 


i 


Great! Good! and Fuſt! all Worth contain d in one. 
E:LI E A. n 

Alas, too true! en 

Laſt Night I heard the ſad amazing News, 

As I was going forth to fold my Ewes; 

Unhappy Ewes! which now may bleat in vain, 

And with unpitied Cries fill all the Plain: 

Once my Delight, but now no more my Care, 

Go wander Flocks, while I lye ſobbing here, 


PrLADEs. 
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PYLADES. 


If Silence, or if Sighs cou'd eaſe our Pain, 
Or our loſt Pellio bring to Life again; 
With filent Tears we'd waſh our Griefs away, 
And in long Sighs! wear out each tedious Day: 
But Lo! I hear the melancholy Sound | 
Thro' all the Plains goes heavily around, 1 
Pellis's no more Great Pollio is no more! 
Rebounds from ev'ry Rock, and diſtant Shore: 
The Modi, and Hills the diſmal News diſperſe, 
Lamenting Eccho's the ſad Words reherſe, 
And evry hollow Cavs, with doleful Tone, 
Redoubles Nature's univerſal Groan. 
Then in pathetick Verſe his Death proclaim, 
And in ſweet Numbers celebrate his Fame. 


> . 


ELEL 4 


That he vouchſaf d to hear my humble Lays, 
. Shew'd his unbounded Goodneſs, not my Praiſe; | 
Nor were his condeſcending Smiles e'er meant ä 
For Comment lation, but Encouragement : 5 


ud : 


Miſcellany PoE Mus. 225 
Judiciouſly he'd calm the Muſ's Heat, 
And regulate her inhirmonious Feet: 
Direct her in a new and nobler Way, 
Yet call her down; when ſhe had ſoar'd aſtray; 
Thus did he not my humble Song deſpiſe, 
In Hopes I might to higher Nates ariſe: 
Then weep ſad Maid, thy fital Loſs deplore, 


Thy great, thy godlike Cenſor, is no more. 


PYLADEs; 


Behold, Eliza, where our Pan appears, 

See what a melancholy Look he wears, 

Vaſt is his Sorrow boundleſs as his Mind, 

But manly Virtue hath his Tears confin'd: 

What broken Accents from his Lips do flow ! 

Muſing he walks, and ſeems depreſs'd with Wo. 

Then with a Sigh, he cries my Pollio's gone! 

And hark, how all the Swains his Loſs bemoan: 

Theſe Thoughts, methinks, ſhould give us ſome 
(Relief, 


Pan mourns his Fate, Pan ſhares our mutual Grief, 


2 ELT24. 
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ELI z A. 


The royal Sorrow is to Pollio due, 
Pan knew his Heart, and Pan poſſeſsd it too: 
To our great Paſtor, he was ever dear, 

And next to Pan, we Pollio did revere; 

For Pollio ſtrove th' Arcadians ſtill to pleaſe, 
And, by his thoughtful Care, ſecur'd our Eaſe, 
Juſtice he lov'd, and Peace was his Delight: 
Mild was his Face, yet ſo divinely bright, 

17 elves, Bears, and Tygers, fled his awful Sight. 
Unhappy Plains ! your diſmal State deplore, 
Unhappy Flocks! your Guardian is no more. 


PYLADES. 


Forſaken Nymphs, and Stains, your Loſs pro- 
(claim; 


Hills, Vales, and Groves, reverberate his Name. 


— 
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See! ſee, lamenting Swain! with wond ring Eyes, | | 
What beauteous Streams of Light, adorn the Skies! | 
What wond'rous Harmony is this we hear ? 
Sec! Shepherd ſee! our Polio does appear: 1 

Behold |? 
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Behold, what dazling Glories round him ſhine, 
The mortal Part caſt off, he now is all divine. 
Smiling he fits, crown'd with immortal Bays, 
And with a gracious Nod accepts out duteous 

Lays. 
PYLADES: 


Then let our Sorrows vaniſh all away, 

Like Clouds diſpers d before approaching Day; 
Let's Ceaſe untimely, and in vain to mourn ; 
For Pollio gone, who never muſt return : 
Benigne he ſits in his exalted State, 

Fix'd in the Skies above the Pow'r of Fate: 
Where, like a glorious Star, he ſhall remain, 
To ſhed auſpicious Influence on our Plain: 
And while he fits above ſecure of Fame, 

Lets here below perpetuate his Name. 


To 
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See, . 
To ANTHONY HENLY E/ 


An O D E. 


ATE in an unfrequented Cave there lay 


A penſive Nymph, who fighd her Time a. F 
(way; 


A friendieſs Orphan, and to Wrongs expos d, 
She ſhunn'd the World, 
And in her loy'd Obſ/curity repos'd. 
FIRE 
When juſt as grey Aurora rais'd her Head, 


And oer the World a glimmering Tewilight |? 
(ſpread, | 


In this ſad Grztt a ſudden Voice was heard: 


A Cupid flew around, 

And in his Hand a lambent Torch appear'd. 
Theſe Chains (cried he) of Slumber break, 
Awake ! oh careleſs Maid, awake ! 

Great Hymen I whom the Wicked fear, 


Hymeneus ! whom all revere, | F 
| Th: 


< 
Y 2 4 
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Thro' the Air now flies in State, 
And bids Thee on his Triumph wait: 
Yon holy Dome thou ſeeſt in View, 
Sacred to Love, and Honour too; 
Where Hymen keeps his Court to Day, 
And all the Graces Homage pay : 
Thither let thy Steps repair, 

But leave behind all thovghtful Care; 
That no ſad Object interrupt our Stay, 
Put all for oy prepare. 5 

III. 
Eliza, ſoon the Voice obey d, 

And at the Fane Attendance paid: 
Fragrant Scents perfum d the Air, 
Sweet Symphonies invade the Ear: 
Troops of Zephir's clear d the Way, 


7 


And lucid Beams proclaim'd the Day. 
The Prieſts and Votaries in Order plac'd, 
With yellow Robes, and flow'ry Chaplets grac'd, 
The great Proceſſion thus began : 
All pow'rful Love! led up the Van, 
in Form, a Child, in Wiſdom more than Man. 


23 Next 
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Next him, majeſtick Hymen came, 
In Saffron Robes reſembling Flame; 
Slow was his Pace, and ſoleinn was his Mien, 


And round him wond'rous Foys were in Perſpec- 
(tive ſeen, 


Honour ſucceeded next, with Look ſevere, 
And thouſand little Cupids fill'd the Rear: 
The vaulted Roof with Acclamations rung, 
And Hymen ! IO Hymen ! was devoutly ſung, _ 
Each Deity aſſum'd his proper Place, 


And ſnuff'd the Incenſe with auſpicious 
Grace: 


At Honour Nod, the Temple ſeem'd to ſhake, 
While with a flowing Accent thus he ſpike, 


IV. 


This Day Ampbion pays his Vows 
And at our ſacred Altar bows ; 
He! whoſe Actions weary Fame: 
Yet fo humbly modeſt too, 
That we dare not ſpeak his Due, 
But after Ages ſhal} with Joy proclaim. 
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Amphion ! great Ceſar's Care, 
Amphion ! to the Muſes dear, 
Amphion ! Truth and Virtue's Friend, 
Amphion ! who does all tranſcend : 
And whom more juſtly by that Name we call, 

Than him who built the Theban Wall? 
This Day he pays thoſe Vows to Honour due. 


The Bride's Encomium, Love, belongs to you. 


Wo 
Love. 


How willingly ſtern Henour I obey, 
Ah! wou'd he always ſuch Injunctions lay: 
How pleaſing is it, to deſcribe the Fair, 


Draw ev'ry Glance, paint each enchanting | 
(Air? 


But on this wond'rous Subject, I deſpair. } 
Long ſince, my dear Companions, faithful Fame 
Made you acquainted with Caſſandra's Name: 

Caſſandra ! who gave Love to all ſhe knew, 
And yet poſſeſs d ſo hard a Heart, 
As baffled all my Pow'r and Art: 

Amphion only cou'd ſubdue, 


And fave the ſinking Credit of my Dart. 
Q 4 Bright 
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Bright Caſſandra? lovely Bride! 


Fair without Scorn ! and virtuous without Pride. 


Envy her ſelf, ſuch Virtues muſt prefer, 
And love thoſe Graces, which ſhe wants, in her. 


CHORU s. 


Einen. 
Happy Couple, come away, 
And ſtand not on too nice Delay. 


Honour, 
How dull theſe tedious Minute 1 flow, 


When Honour calls you, why fo flow? 


Live. 
Oh Amphicn ! no Delay 
To the Temple haſte away ; 
Love is here, and will beſtow 
Bleſjmgs thou didſt never know; 
A vircuous WW, ife doth comprehend 
Peace, Plenty, and a faithful Friend, 


Honour, 
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3 
N 
N 
t 


Honour . | | Ft 
Their worthy Actions Ill conſerve, 
And give to Fame what they deſerve. 


Mmen. | | ; | 
And I, the ſacred Knot will tie, 
And bleſs their conjugal Fidelity. 


BO th 0 A mn 


All, : 
Oh! how we long to meet this Pair ! 
He ſo Good, and ſhe ſo Fair! 
One of the Beſt, and greateſt Patriots he, 
One of the Faireſt, and moſt Virtucus ſhe, 


Hymen. | 
Know'ſt thou, Eliza, where ſhe doth refide ? 


Know'ſt thou where Thame's rolls his maje- 


(ſtick Tide? 
Cloſe by the Margin of his Flood, there ſtands 
An awful Pile, which Fabius ſtill commands; 
Judicious Fabius built it for his Seat, | 
And there from Bus'neſs makes a calm Retreat. 


? : There 
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There charming Ariana doth preſide, 
With fair Caſſandra, our elected Bride: 
Run, run Eliza] help the Bride prepare, 
And to Amphion, what thou'ſt heard declare, 
For ſure, I think, thou' It find him there, 
All our myſterious Rites to him reherſe, 
Not in dull Proſe, but Pindars lofty Verſe. 
Fly ! Fly ! too tardy Maid, no more delay, 


„ MO EY Ws EE eee ongicne; 


Divine Commands, how darſt thou diſobey ? 


ALE 
The triple League to Mrs. Sus AN 


Dov E. 


Enfive Elizs lately fate, 
| Bewailing her unhappy Fate; 
Careleſs her Dreſs, and wild her Air, 
Her ſelf an Emblem of Deſpair : 
Upon her Hand, ſhe lean'd her Head, 
And ſighing firſt, theſe Words the faid : 


CC 
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Ye Fates] why am I thus perplex d, BS 
And why thus daily teaz d and vex'd> 
Each Hour, new Troubles you prepare, 
And Iam born but to deſpair. 


The firſt dear Friendſhip I profeſt, 
Center'd in noble Czlia's Breaſt ! 
Her Soul was great! her Friendſhip truel 
Her Converſation always new: 
But raviſh'd hence, ah me! ſhe's gone, 
And left me here to mourn alone. 


No not alone Clemena ſaid, 
That fair! but ah forgetful Maid; 
There ſtill is one, will prove as true 
As &er bright Celia did to you; 
See where Clemena does attend, 
And willingly wou'd be your Friend 
Why ſhou'd you then your Grief purſue, 
She loves! and is related too. 


Thus Phenix like, ſhe did diſcloſe, 


| And out of Czlia's Aſhes roſe; 


Fair 


- -- 
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Fair Iris too beſtow d a Part 

Of her majeſtick gen'rous Heart: 
"Twas then of all I wiſh d poſſeſs d, 
Was poor Eliza, more than hleſs'd. 


But this too happy was to laſt, 
And much I fear my Joys are paſt; . 
To rural Shades, Clemena's gone, 
And I no more am thought upon: 
Unkindly thus ſhe leaves her Friend, 
And now will neither come nor ſend. 


Direct me now, ye ſacred Nine, 
Whilſt here I for Clemena pine, 
Will not dear Iris thus conclude, 
Eliga's either falſe, or rude? 


She paus'd 


The gloomy Grott was bright as Day; 
A fragrant Scent her Spirits cheer d, 
And whilſt theſe Omens ſhe rever d, 
Young Cupids came, and wanton'd there, 
And gentle Zephirs fann'd the Air: 


When ſtraight there ſhin d a glorious Ray, 


Room 
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Room! Room, for her whom we adore ! | 
A Cupid cryd, and ſaid no more: 
But as he ſpake there came along 
Moſt beauteous Iris, fair and young; 
So fine, ſo gay, ſo wond'rous Bright, 
As was the firſt created Light : 
Yet ſbe both kind, and good appears, 
And quite diſperſes all my Fears. 


As when, in Dead of Night alone, 
A poor Unhappy ! makes his Moan, 
Diſmal Horror, filent Care, 
Sighs, and Groans, and deep Deſpair, 
Do this poor Mortal quite ſurround, 
And's little Stock of Senſe confound : 
Burt if an Angel pity take, 
And to's Relief 2 Tour doth make, 
Soon as the heav'nly Beams appear, 
So ſoon is vaniſh'd all his Fear. 


Such you, my lovely Angel, came, 
Expell'd my Doubts, and clear'd her Fame; 


You 
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You did ev'n all a Friend cou'd do, 


And for ſome Hours, you gave me you. N 


But ſay, ſweet Nymph, can you forgive, 
The Sligbes you did that Day receive > 
If ſo: Pray ſend me in a Line, 
That charming Iris {till is mine. 


ge z Cd ABI AY ABLE NED y, 
To Mrs. Susan Doves. 


On Dreaming ſhe broke a Glaſs in 
my Cloſet which was found really 
Jo in the Morning. | 


T's Puniſhment beyond my Due, F 
To be deprivd of ſeeing you; 

And ſince you will pot bleſs my waking Sight, 
Pray let me reſt by Night; 
Give over theſe unpleaſant Theams, 

And ceaſe to perſecute in Dreams £ 
Dreams did I ſay ! 'twas Viſion ſure, 
That cou'd a Real ill proctfre : 20 


Canidia U : 
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s Canidia! thus by Strength of Thought can do 
© What her ill Genius prompts her to : 
Where-c'er ſhe acts, her Shape appears, 


And cunningly deceives the Patients Eyes, and 
(Ears. 


Laſt Night by Fancy, or by Viſion brought, 

A lov'ly Nymph appeard, 
Fair, as Cer was form'd by Thought; 

Or made Love's Power fear d: 
Beauty, and Goodneſs, in her Looks were ſeen, 


And ev'ry Step, and ev'ry Glance, confeſs'd your 
(Shape and Mien. 


F 


Il. 
When thus ſhe ſpoke q 

+ Why;fits Flize drooping here, 

With ſerious Phiz, and thoughtful Air > 
Come! come, the Weather's fine and clear, 
Lets for a Walk Prepare. 
But hold ! 1 
What Implements are here ? 
Preſerve my Sight, what's this I view ? 
Compitſes Scales, and Quadrant too: 


85 With 
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With Diagrams deſcrib'd around: 
Thou'rt in a magick Circle bound. 
Then, with a Stamp, cry'd Thus I ſet thee free! 
And break th Inchantments of Geometry, 
© RM 
' Your Zeal miſtook, or how it came to paſs 
I know not, but you broke a Glaſs: 
And in the Morning ſo it was: 
The Glaſs was perfect when I went to Bed, 
The Key was laid behind my Head. 
Judge then How pow'rful is a Woman's Spleen ! 
That thus thro Locks and ſolid Walks 
Cou'd find a way between. 


ESOEERERIIREOIIRRREERTs Þ 
To the Right Honourable the Lad) 
Mary IRWIN, z Ireland. 5 


FH Ealth to the Sick, and Freedom to the Slave, 
| Bring not more Comfort than your Letter gave: 
| Oh think! what rackings Fears our Souls poſſeſs d, 
4 (Fears to be felt, but not to be expreſs'd,) 

[ When 
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When all one loves, and all one hopes, is lent, 
To Winds and Seas, a diſmal Baniſhment. 


Here the red Lightning darts an awful Fate, 
There dreadful Thunder rolls aloft in State. 
And angry Neptune, as kf Paſſions pleaſe, 

Or calms or does incenſe, the angry Sear. 


Such was the Night you quitted Albions Shore, 
And ſuch our Fears, but for your ſake the more: 
Regardleſs of our ſelves, for you we ſigh'd; 

And for your Safety, all our Pray 'rs outvy d. 

Thanks gracious Providence ! our Vows are 
(heard, 

And you through all theſe Dangers are preſerv d: 
Virtue like yours is Heav'ns peculiar Care, 
And ſuch a pious Life needs nothing fear 
Oh may this bleſsd Event an Eatneſt be, 
Of Heav n's Protection to Futurity. 
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eee eg be 
Au ODE. 


Z) the Right Honourable CHARLES, 
Lord Halifax. 


13 AKE care oh Muſe! this tow'ring Height 


(review; 


I grant 'tis le, yet preſumptuous too: 
Compute thy utmoſt Powers firſt, and know 
Thou wert not made to ny, 

But humbly creep below. 

Qiell then thy Airy Hopes, nor vainly try 
Beyond the Spher? of thy Activity. 
Remember him, who gave the Sea a Name, 
Nor aim too high, left thou deſcend with Shame. 

Ambitious Muſe ! what canſt thou ſay, 
Reſolute ſtill?“ Tes, | 
« Mountague and thy Genius lead the Way. 
Well, ſince ſo poſitive, thy Flight purſue, 


And ſing the great, the illuſtrious An. 
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Shew how the Pow'rs adorn'd his gen'rous 
(Birth, 


And with a new Mecenas, bleſt the barren Earth. 


| II. 

When the ſwift Hours had Darkneſs chas'd a- 
oj (way, 

When Sol his beamy Locks had ſpread, 
And Fove aroſe from his ambroſial Bed, 


To celebrate that happy Day, 
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In which he was redeem'd from being Saturn's Preya 
"Twas on that ſolemn Feſtival, 
The Thund rer in a Study fate, 
Revolving in his Mind the Turns of Fate, 
And hid the witty Hermes call 
The ſubalternate Deities, 
Into his Council Hall, 
Firſt Fove, and Funo, in the Midſt were placd; 
Their Seats like eaſtern Monarchs rais'd, 
Then He that guides the romling Tear, 
And She, who rules the Lunar Sphere : 
Grey Neptune, who the Trident bears 
And Mars, who raiſes mortal Wars. 
R 2 Pallas, 
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Pallas, with Agis on her Breaſt, 
And Mercury, with feather d Creſt: 
Venus, whom myrtle Boughs entwine, 
And Bacchus ſhaded with the Vine : 
bel, with mural Chaplet crown'd, 
And (ve, who fructifies the Ground. 
Then with an awful Motion of his Hand, 
Which did both Silence and Reſpe& command, 


Juve ſtill'd their Noiſe, then ſmooth d his radiant 
(Face, 


And thus explain'd their Mecting with expreſſive 


| (Grace. 
III. 
In Fates myſterious Book, I lately read, 
And as I view d who were to die, 
Or were already dead; 
I found th appointed Day drew near, 
In which a tune f Herbe ſhoud appear; 
A Heroe ! by the ſtricteſt Honour fir d, 
With evry Virtue bleſt, by evry Muſe inſpird! 
Who with ſweet Numbers, and exalted Lays, 


Should charm my Williams Cares, ſhould fing my 
(William's Praiſe, 


Aſſiſt 
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Aſſiſt ye Gods ! your ſev rat Gifts beſtow, 
Each Particle refine, 


In this one Structure all your Powers ſhow, 
But let your richeſt Gifts adorn his Mind - 
For ne er ſince my beloved IVilliam's Birth, 
Gave I ſo great 4 Bleſſing to the Earth. 


IV. 
Then from his Seat Apollo roſe, 
And ſoftly breathing myſtick Charms, 
The new made Immaterial did encloſe 
In his refulgent Arms. 
Be Thou my darling Son, ſaid he, 
Excelling all in Harmony, 
Vaſt be thy Genius, ſparkling ev ry Linz : 
In Mcuntague, let Mit and Learning ſhine ! 
And let his Fame outrival all tlie Nine. 
Then with a Smile the infant Soul obey d, 
Unto he charming ſcientifick Maid, 
Who claſp'd it to her Boſom, while around 
The wondring Deities reſort, 
And in Minervas Arms the Heroe crowd, 


With all the Bleſſings of the Fovian Court: 
K-42 Moim- 
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Mountague ! they echo round, 


Admire the future Man, and dwell upon the 
(Sound, 


V. 

Mean while, great Fove did ſecretly confer 
With his moſt truſty Meſſenger, 
And Hermes with Commiſlion ſent, 

The Parce's Sciſſars to prevent, 
As ſwift as Thought he ſhot thro Air, 
And to the fatal Dwclling did repair. 
An ancient venerable Pile it ſtood, 
"Amidſt an intricate and gloomy Mood: 
But one ſmall Path led to the ſacred Dome, 
And that with Thorns and Brambles overgrown : 
But when poor Mortal; from that State retire, 


Oh how each Tree, and meaneſt Shrub, to let them 
(out conſpire l 


Hard at their Work, the Siſters all he found, 


With Threads, and Bits of Threads enchmpaſs'd 
(round, 


Clotko with nimble Fingers pick'd the IWeell, 
And Lacheſis the tender Line did pull; 


But 


i 


TP 


Th 
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But cruel Atropos, with greedy Auife, 


Still cut in two the ſlender Thread of Life. 
With curious Eyes he long ſarvey'd their State, 


And view'd the juſt Oæconomy of Fate. 
At laſt the wond'ring Envoy Silence broke, 
And to th' attentive Siſfers, thus he ſpoke. 


VI. 
Oh Deſtinies ! this Meſſage underſtand, 


To you I'm ſent, by Jove's expreſs Command; 
He bids you now repining Thoughts forbear, 
And for his new made Entity, 
A laſting Thread prepare. 
When thus reply'd the fatal Maid, 
Thy Maſler's Will ſhall be obey'd ; 
And as ſhe drew the ſacred Twine, 
Theſe Accents warbled with an Air divine. 
Mountague ! of noble Blood, 
Mountague ! the Great and Good, 
May thy Fame be ever growing, 
Wit and Judgment always flowing, 
Ever Happy! ever Young ! 


Thus ſhe. turn d the Veel and ſung, 
R 4 
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Her partial Siſters anſwer'd in their Time, 
And join'd the Chorus in alternate Rhime, 


Thus mighty Job the noble Spirit bleſt, 
And order'd Nature to perform the reſt, 


NN ANCS SSS SN N STN TNY& 


To his LoR DSH1P, with the fore- 


going PO E M. 


O ſuch great Worth, what laſting Praiſe is 
(due? 


Or where's the Pen that can your Merit ſhew ? 
Shew how you ſem'd our arbitrary Flood, 
And durſt in ſpight of Tyranny be good; 

How gen'rouſly you Art and Nature join, 
How ſweetly ſung the Paſlage at the Boyne - 
How like the Morning Sun, you meet our Eyes, 
And by juſt Steps to your Meridian riſc. 


Think not, this Author dare attempt your Praiſe , 
No tis an humble Homage which ſhe pays : 
As Tenants to their Mannor Lord addreſs 


And Tenure by a Pepper-Corn expreſs : 
5 80 


1 
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So Kings accept their meaneſt Subjects Vows, 
(Tho rudely oer d) with auſpicious Broms. 


r r l re n k rt 


To CALISTA. 


X Ccurled Curioſity ! 
Firſt Fruit of the forbidden Tree ; 
Hou are we ſtill undone by Thee 8 
Had I my Ignorance retain d, 
Bleſt in the Cheat, I had remain'd, 
And ſtill had kept a Foy in View; 
By thinking feigned Friendſhip true; 
Which never, never more can be, 
Accurſed Curioſity ! 


* 
; 
- 


To 
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To CLEMENA. 


Lemenas if you are indeed 
The Friend you have profeſt, 
Your Kindneſs now exert with Speed, 
And give me back my Reft. 
Late in our gloomy Shade I ſat, 
Retir'd from all domeſtick Care, 
And tho as calm as was th' Air, 
Yet ſoon diſturb'd like that, 
For while I graſp'd my precious Store, 
And read your laſt kind Letters oer, 
The gay Aſelinda paſs'd along, 
And cried, Oh where is Friendſhip gone! 
What makes Eliza look ſo down, 
When fair Clzmena's come to Town? 
Indeed, methinks, ſhes much your Friend, 
So near, and neither come nor ſend, 
Nay, prithee do not turn away, 
*Ere you have heard what I can ſay, 
Alas, 


But w 
I fanci 
For lo 
And n 
"Twas 
9 nol 


Miſcellany PoE Ms. 
Alas, I much lament your Cafe, 
For haughty Gallia takes your Place; 
To Her Clemena gives her Heart, 
And leaves you not the ſmalleſt Part, 


Judge witk what Grief I was poſleſt, 
How Love and Anger tore my Breaſt ; 
Is this, ſaid I, her kind Return, 

For all my tender Cares? 

Did ] for this my Life deſpiſe, 

And venture it for Here? 

Did I for this, ſuch Frowns endure, 

Such Hatred to my ſelf procure ? 
And can ſhe with her Yows Expence, 


{ Now make this cruel Recompence? 
put when this Storm was ſomewhat laid, 
1 fancied that I was betray'd ; 

IF or looking round the Nymph was gone, 
And mock d from far my piteous Moan: 
Twas then, you cane into my Mind, 
50 nobly faithful, and ſo kind : 
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That I can hardly think it 7 ＋ r, 
But wait to be reſolvd by you. 


eee 
On Mr. R--—--G---—'s deſiening 40 
20 40 New-York. 


O * would ſome pitying Pow'r inlarge my 
SED (View! 
And teach me what to ſhun, and what purſue : 


| Love! prompts me forward, thro a foreien Way, 


But Tyrant Duty ſtill commands my Stay: 
Duty 's a Guardian, which I muſt not lofe ; 


Vet ſuch a lambent Flame, who can refuſe ? 


A Love ſo pure ! ſo perfect! ſo intenſe ! 

So truly free from all Alloys of Senſe, 

As evn by dying Nuns might be confeſt, 

And centre boldly in an Angel's Breaſt : 

To keep this Love, I could my Life forego; 
But loſing it, I ſhall my Duty ſhow. 

Fuſt Heav'n ! inſtruct me, what thou doſt require, 
And either crown, or elſe correct D2ſire, 
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Moſt humbly ſbe wet h, 


Such Love and LEARNING as ſbe knoweth, 
Accept this SCRIPTION from your Debtor, 
ben ſhe s grown up, ſhell write a better. 


8 J. 
LDEsereſt Madam haſte away, 
If you would your Chloe ſee ; 


6 


For I can no longer ſtay 
In this ſad Captivity. 


IE. 
Doors tho' locked, and Windows barr'd, 
Yet ſome other Way T'll try 
To eſcapeamy watchful Guard, 
Or Il lay me down and die. 


III. 1 


264 Miscellany Po k Ms. 
enen 
| T cannot, will not, longer bear 
Cruel Abſence ! worſ e than Death, 
And your Safety much I fear, 5 
In that ſulrry City Bath. 


VI. 

Night, and Day, can teſtify, 7 

As tliey conſtantly return; 5 

"Tis for you, I weep and gh, | T 

Other Cauſes I have none. 7 
V. 


Madam, Im but a Beaſt, tis true, 
A Creature not extreamly priz'd : 
Yet as a Beaſt that honours you, 
Methinks I ſhould not be deſpis'd. 


| IV. 
Deareſt Miftreſs, eaſe my Mind, 
And to Chloe haſte away ; 
So will you be both jr? and kind, 
And your Petitioner ſhall pray, &c. 
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To HENRY CROMWELL q; 
In Anſwer to ſome Verſes he ſent 
me when Ill of a ſpotted Fe- 


Ver. ; 


T Hough you melodiouſly condole my Grief, 
And in ſoft Accents ſend: a ſweet Reliłf. 
The Nymphs you mention were deſcrib d in vain, 


They neither heard my Sighs, nor ſooth'd my 
(Pain, 


Febrilla's direful Name, each Virgin ſcar'd, 
And Tyrant like, I'm leſs belov'd, than fear'd : 
In penſive Solitude I filent mourn, 1 
And Friends around, to ſhapeleſs Echo's turn: 
Not one ſuperiour 04je& now appears, 

But Abigails are all my V iſiters,. 


And not one Beaſt approach'd the ſickly Throne, 


So Aſop's Lyon fate in's Cave alone, p | 5 
Yet all by Me/age make their Kindneſs known. 


The 
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The DIScONSOLAT E. ' 
N vain 1] ſtrive to calm my Grief, 

With Reaſon, or Philoſophy ! 

My untun'd Soul to both is deaf, 

And rages but more high. 

Books ! Verſe ! and Reaſon ! all to me are vai, 


They ſooth Deſpair alone, and my me to com- 
(plain. 


II. 
In vain! I Company purſue, 

And to Sulpitia Viſits make, 
Since evry tender Word of hers, 

Doth Friendſbips dear Ideas wake, 

And all my Cares renew. 

In vain I lie ! in vain I riſe, 
For Sleep his wonted Aid denies : 
Sad Scenes of Horrour fill the Night, 
And my Soul fickens with the Light. 


III. Thus 


4 
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III. 
Thus ſpent with Fears, with racking Thoughts\' 
(oppreſt, | 
To Thee great God, I fly for Reſt, N 
Oh comfort the Diſtreſt } 
In Thee, O Lord, J put my Truſt! 
My Life, and Hopes, depend on Thee ! 
For thou art Mercifidl and Juſt, 
And wilt be ſo to me. | 
Unknown to Thee, there is nor Good, nor Ill, 
Oh grant me Re/ionation to thy Will ! 


8 REM E. 
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36788828068 28/8/828/626/8/808. 
REME DIA AMORIS. 
Tb HENRY CROMWELL Eſq: 


1 VE, and FE Gout invade the idle Brain, 
Bus'neſs prevents the Paſſion, and the Pain: 0 

Ceres, and Bacchus, envious of our Eaſe, 

Blow up the Flame, and heighten the Diſeaſe. 

Withdraw the Fewel, and the Fire goes out; 

Hard Beds, and Faſting, cure both Love and Gout, 


On 


«iS. 
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Mm TU DO IAA IIS 2 2 2 


On a certain TEA-T ABLE. 


N? more, ye proud Tyrant, burleſque Vo- 
| (men's Tongues, 


But down on your Knees, and acknowledge our 
(Wrones 7 


Lo! here are a Couple of ſage moral Creatures, 


Whoſe Clacks are more loud than the Bells at St. 
A (P eters 6 


Each ſtrives to be heard, and talks wonderous faſt, 
Yet not one ſerious Word from the firſt to the laſt, 


Unfortunate Sex / we've not one Province free, 
The Men now uſurp both our Chatting and Tea: 
Tho' * Nabum has ſtil·d it a Liquor divine, 

My Share of that N-&ar, I hereby reſign : 
For if this be the Eloquence Tea does inſpire, 
I'll no more / a talkative Bleſſing deſire. 


rt. 


* NanuuvmM IAT ER. 
8 3 Gen- 
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A Gentleman having writ a very 
rough Anſwer to the preceeding 
SATY R, had the following Re- 
ply to it. 


OLD! hold Diogenes, you're too ſevere ! 
Women are meek, tis Men that domineer. 
omen at worſt are needful Ills confeſt, 
But Men incarnate Devils at the beſt, 


Was firſt created; no it ſeems defign'd 


| Boaſt not, 'twas for Preheminence your Kind y 
To render Woman perfectly refin'd ! 


That we deſcend from Eve, I grant is true ; 
But came not you from Eve and Adam too? 


Good 
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Good ſnarling Cynick ! keep within thy Cask; 
To conquer Woman is too hard a Task. 
Then urge me not!] no more my Patience vex, 
For know, that I was born to plague thy Sex ! 


CHAIR ATI ASY SHITE 


To CLEMEN A in the Country, 
requeſting a Meeting. 


AY, dear Clemena, when ſhall we 
By Word of Mouth confer 
On ſuch a ſtrange Calamity, 
You'll be amaz'd to hear? 


II. 


Since you went hence, I often find 
My Soul abroad dues roam, 

And I'm at Highgate in my Mind, 
When th' heavy Lump's at Home. 


83 III. Tis 
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| Hh :. 
Tis then you Teſtimony give, +: 
Tho' ſome may think it ſtrange; = | 

| You keep the willing Fugitive, 


þ 
4 


And make a kind Exchange. 


IV. 
Tho” Abſent thus, we ſtill converſe 
By our immortal Parts ; 


And theſe Ambaſſadors reherſfſe W 
The Wiſhes of our Hearts. W 
V. . 
A tranſient, immaterial View Ar 
The Soul may ſatisfy ; WI 
But now my Fate depends on you, On 
A Meeting don't deny. Yet 
As 
| ah Wi 

In Anſwer, therefore, ſay | 
What Time I ſhall attend ; F 


And if Fliza fails the Day, 
Oh may ſhe want a Friend 


The 


+4 


15 


The MONK E Y Dance. 
To a jealous WI E. 


% 


444 
* 
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4 
F 
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ET thoſe who think a Man ſincere, 


Devote themſelves to Hope and Fear, 


With all the curs'd Inquietrde, 
Which on thoſe Paffrons ſtill intrude. 


Falſe Foys and Griefs alternative 
Are all the Pleaſures Love can give. 


With endleſs Doubts, and Fears perplext, 


One Hour we love, and hate the next : 


Yet Slaves to Paſſion ſtill remain, 
As Monkey drags his Clog and Chain 


With antick Grins he hopps about, 
And fondly thinks him free, 


But when he would go further out, 
Pug has no Liberty. 


I & 


The 
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The Clog and Chain his Motions bound, 
And Monkey at his Poſt is found. 

So jealous Lovers, without ſtarting, 

Can buff, and rage, and threaten Parting : 
But when to Practice they deſcend, 

The boaſted Pow'r is at an End : 

Their Fury on themſelves they wreak, 

And hug the Chain they ſtrive to break. 


To 


: 


Yet 
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To COLIN DRA. 


O0 E without Hope is like Breath without Air, 
An impoſlible Foy, a ridiculous Care; 
Yet Cupid, like Alchimy runs us a-ground, 


In queſt of Projection which never was found: 
And tho' numberleſs Ruins around you may view, 
Yet fo pleaſing 's the Madneſs, their Steps you 


( purſue, 


The 
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Need 


The MoNS TER. 


A FRICK, no morethy Pride of Monſters boaſt, 
Four Fee and Reptiles are at beſt thy moſt: 


Europe can now a greater Wonder ſhew, WI 
Than Africa, or Aſia ever knew. An 
| WI 

A humane Form, both God-like and Divine ! To 

In whom all Gifts of Art and Nature join ; 

Where Learning, Wit, and Morals do excel, A 
Mild as a Lamb, yet as a Lion fell, | Thi 
But in his Paſſions has no Parallel. Wit 
" oh | (Af 

Oh Heav'n Joh Earth! no Creature ever knew The 
A Man at once ſo juſt / and ſo antrue ! Her 
A Man in whom all Excellencies ſpine ! Her 
And yet in whom all Villanies combine ! And 


| The 
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The TRIUMVIRATE. 


H ! wond'rous Force of Sympathy, 


Where Three unite in Harmony e 
Where Maſter with the Maid combines, 
And Miſtreſs with them Iſſue joins: 
Where all unanimous agree 

To club for future Progeny. 


Ah! may the houſehold Gods adorn 
This happy Infant, yet unborn | 
With Mother's Cleanlineſs and Air, 

(A ſtately, filly, tatter'd Fair,) 

The Miftreſs Form may it partake, 

Her awkward Mein, and clumſy Make ; 
Her broken Mauth, her Judas Grin, 
And all the Fiend which reigns within. 


But 
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But Daday's Lines ! oh let the Face 
Reflect, with ſuch exp reſſive Grace 
That all, who ſhall this Infant ſee, 
May cry at Siglit, Tis very he! 


eee ee eee EY; Ar 


A TALE from the FRENCH. An 


N former Times it ſo befel, 
But where, our Author does not tell; 
No Matter whether FRANCE or SPAIN, 


80 Fable makes the Moral plain. 


A Spark on Brink of Hymen's Joys, 
And fond of his elected Choice, 


Unto a Painter does repair, 


And bids him uſe his utmoſt Care : 
Draw me (quoth he) a Pagce divine, 
Where Hymen may in Luſtre ſhine ; 


Let 
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Let all his Foys at once appear 


Serenely Good, and heav'nly Fair, 

With everlaſting Graces crown'd, 

And little Loves attending round. 
Now Artiſt ! now exert thy Fame, 
And paint a Bliſs, I cannot name: 
Reward ſhall far Deſire excel, 

And future Times thy Praiſe ſhall tell. 


With humble Cringe, the Painter ſaid, 
Your Orders, Sir, ſhall be obey'd : 
Nor will I fear to ſhew my Piece, 
With thoſe of Italy, or Greece. 


"Twas ſaid—'tis done—the Table's brought, 
Nor Envy's ſelf could find a Fault: 
But when he lookd for due Regard, 
His Patron thus does him reward. 


Here, take your boaſted NoTHING home, 
For NoTHING for this Piece will come: 


Your Hymen is too gay and fair, 
Too bright his Torch, too free his Air: 


If 
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If you more ſolemnly had wrought, ] 

You better had expreſs d my Thought, / 
Well, Sir, the nettled Artif cries, 

My Works by Time in value riſe ; | 

Nor does the Likeneſs of my paint 

Appear, till Time embrune the Tient. A; 

T v:derftand——pray clear your Brow, Fo 

Such diff rent Taſtes we muſt allow W 

A Lokk then, a HUSBAND now. Wi 


III take this back, and make you one, 
Which au, and all the World muſt own ; 
Shall your Reſentments quite ſubdue, 

And Lover pleaſe, and Hus BAND too. 


To Work he went, with curious Thought, 
And by LAM s Perſpe&ive wrought 
A Piece, which did all elſe excel, 
Without a Fault, or Parallel. 


dre, at a Diſtance, Hymen ſhew'd 
All that was lovely, dear, or good : 


Bat 
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But on a nearer View was ſeen 

A mere Groteſque of ſurly Spleen : 

The tender Viſor caſt aſide, 

And nought remain'd, but thwarting Pride. 


From this odd Tale, inſtructive Moral flows, 
And the Deficiency of NATURE ſhews: 


For when, with long Expence of Time and Pain) 


7 
We do, perhaps, the wiſh'd for Goad attain, | 


With SoLomon we find, Tis empty all, and . 
vain, J 


On 
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S SSS SSS SS. | £ 
To a very fickle LAP x. 


OUR various Turns of Croſs and Kind, 
Calls an odd Practice to my Mind: 

How Farmers politickly Vein, 

Their Bacon Hogs with Fat and Lean; 

They Feaſt them one Day, next they Faft, 

And make them Excellent at laſt. 


MY my 


ELIE 0 
Qs 4 
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„„ 
On the Death of the 
Lady CHvUDLEIGH, 
An ODE. 


: 7 on my Bed, in Dead of Night, 
With anxious Thoughts diſtreſt, | 
I reſtleſs tay, and wiſh'd for Light, 
But / eh, and turn, in vain 1 might, 
Alas, I found no Reſt 
An Tg Chilneſs ſhudder d thro each ven, 
And paſt, and preſent Ills, a num'rous Train, 
With all their dark 1dea's revelld in my Brain. 
At length the ruddy Morn appear'd, 
Diffuſive Beams my Spirits chear'd ; 


And I no more with racking Thoughts oppreſt, 


Crew gently calm, and ſunk to pleaſing Reſt. 
T II. When 
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. II. 
When Lo! 
Indulgent Sleep before me brought 
The much lov'd Object of my waking Thought; 
A Moſes Brightneſs o'er her Face did ſhine, 
And ev'ry Feature ſpoke a Foy divine : 


Serene her Loot, and heav'nly was her Air, 


More tall than Life ſhe ſeem'd, and more than 
(Mortal fait. 


Tm come, he cried, to bid a long Adieu! 
And had a Mind to let you know, 
I muſt a wondrous Journey go, 
And could not part without another View: 
Excuſe me, Friend, I can no longer ſtay, 


** 


b IC muſt prepare — T morrow ts the Day. 


* 


a Struck with Surprize! and raviſh'd = the) 
| * (Grace 1 


a i 


I * to hold her in a dear Embrace, | 
But light as Air, ſhe vaniſh'd from the Place. 
Waking, I cried | unhappy Maid, 

Wich Tears thy Loſs deplore ! 


Mariſſa's 
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Mariſſa's venerable Shade 
Has now its laſt kind Office paid, 
And dwells on Earth no more. 
Too ſure, alas, the Vin does foretel! 


Ab me ! I hear it now confirm'd——UNluftrious 
| ( Friend farewels 


It. 


n III fated Neth! oh whither wilt thou fly Ii 
To ſhun impending Deſtiny ? | 
Where wilt thou centre next ? on what neu 
(Friend rely ? 
Once did I think, O fooliſh and prophans l 
A ſolid Good on Earth to find; 
And Friendſhip ! ſacted Friendſhip was my Aim! 
Fey of my Heart, and Bl-ſing of my Mind. 
7 Beyond Deſert I ſoon was bleſt, 
l And great Sulpitia warm'd my Breaſt + 
| Her ſweet Addreſs, the Mnſe inſpit's; 
b Her pious Lif# by all admir'd, 
My Mart with conſtant Emulation fir'd. 
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Bright"Muſidora ! Soul of Harmony, 
What grateful Songs are due to thee, 
Who gen'roufly didſt condeſcend, 
To be both Patroneſs and Friend ? 
Divine Mariſſa ! laſt in Time, not Place, 
But firſt in ev'ry God-like Grace. 
With kind Affection did me bleſs, y 
Ah Gracious Heav'n! what Happineſs 
Did I in Three ſuch Friends poſſeſs ! 
Proud of my. Jays, I grew ſecure, 
151 Nor fear d a Turn of Fate; 1 
For oh! what could I not endure, 
When by Experience I was ſure, 
My Friende would.eaſe the Weight ? 
Such Love, ſuch Tenderneſs, in each was ſhewn, 


As ev'ry Joy, or refs mine, pertain'd to them 
| (alone. 


725 IV. 
Ah Fliſs ! too great to laſt, 
An Age of Wo, 
I undergo 
4 For happy Minutes paſt. 


Pious 
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Pious Sulpitia yielded up her nad. : "MP 
And charming Muſidora ſnatch' d by Death, © 
My Sorrows knew no Bounds : 
Ev'n yet they live within my Heart, 
Nor Length of Years can cure the Smart, 
Or heal the fatal Wounds. 
But good Mariſſa ſtill remain'd, 
And with an Eloquence divine, 
My Loſs condol'd, my Grief reſtrain'd, 
And taught me to reſign. 
Bleſt with her Love, I could not wrecked be, 
Nor while ſhe liv/d, feel perfect Miſery, 
But now — 


In vainT feb in vain I mourn ! 
And my 1441 State deplore 
Mariſſa from her Marble Urn, 
Can neer to Life return, 
Never ! never more ! 
My liſt'ning Ear, 
No more her pious Words muſt hear, 
No more her Form ſhall bleſs my longing Eyes, 
In Death's cold Arms, alas, Mariſa lies! 
| T 3 Here, 
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Here, reſt my Muſe—Yet ere thy Labours beat. 


In grateful Lays, 
Reſound her Praife ; 


Then conſecrate thy Harp to everlaſting Peace, 


With mortal nere grieve no more thy 
Mind, 


Henceforth celeſtial be thy 7 Toys, thy future Love 
(refin d. 
V. 


And fond deluded Maid ! 
No more addreſs the fins Nine for Aid; 
Or invocate Apollo's Shrine, _ 
For Influence Divine ; 
A better Genii ſhall thy Notes inſpire, 4 
Her matchleſs Virtues + her e Tyre! 


Alone, ſhall animate thy Pen, ſhall crown | 
(thy juſt Neſcre, ; 


Unpolifhva Verſe bewail'd this Turn of Fate, 
PUnpoliſh'd Trinb ſhall now her Worth relate, 
Nor need there Art or Eloquence 
To raiſe Belief, and charm the Sznſe 


Her 
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Her deathleſs Works, and ſacred Mamory, 
All borrow'd Helps defy, 43 H 
Secure, within themſelves, of Immortality. 
Succeeding Ages, and impartial Fame, 
Shall celebrate Maria's Name 


And her the Tenth, and lateſt Muſe proclaim. 


IV. 


Whether in ſoft Idalian Strains, 

She deign'd to ſing of Flocks and Plains, 
Of Hills and Groves, 
And rural Loves, 

Of beauteous Nymphs and Swains, 

Or in ſwift trilling Lyricks wrote, 

Or to keen Satyr turn'd her Thought, 

And by a ſharp, tho' pleaſing Wound, 


The ſecret Springs of Vice and Irreligion found. 


Such Graces did in each appear, 
Such Strength in ev'ry Line; 
Horace himſelf muſt yield to her, 
And old Theocritus prefer 
Her Juſtneſs of Deſign. 


2 (Rich 
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Kich in ſu periour Excellence, 
Her cbaſſer Muſe by nobler Ways, 
Could charm the Mind, exalt the Senſe, 
And bright Idea's raiſe,) 
True to their North, impartial to their Crimes, 
She good did cliuſe, 
And bad refuſe, 
A bright Example to ſucceeding Times, 
So the judicious Bro! 
Taſtes ev'ry Flow'r, and ev'ry Tree, 
And bitter Turns to fweet, by native Chymiſtry,) 


The Remainder loſt, 
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The fol lowing Pierer ure B Tagnients 
| of a celebrated Romance; and 
done into Engliſh at the Defire 


of a Lady if Quality, a great 


Admirer of French ce. 


SAP HO to Pn ao 


With a Preſent of 8 : 


H! View, with an impartial Senſe, 
Theſe Emblems of wrong 4 Enocence: 
Their native Red, to Paleneſs turns, | 
And Odour's loft, while Sappho mourns, 8 L 5 


May theſe poor Flowers find the Grace 
To have on Phaon's Hearth a Place; 
That in his ſofteſt, rend'reſt Hours, 
When raviſh'd with his new Amoure. 


Theſe 
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Theſe faithful Plants may hap ly prove, 


And as you fee their Forms decay, | 


1 my * conſumes en 3 
— 3-008 


Ys 2 9 % +, * 
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KI YANDER, 125 ARAMINTA. 


Of CE to Bob is not a Ode, 
If till Death we conſtant prove; 
But to lobe 2 ſecond Time, 
Shows; we never once did love. 


* Ns was x 3 
Love 1 85 ö and love I _ „ LOR -I 
While my Li ife and Senſe endure ; : 
And this Form muſt turn to Duſt, | 
Ere my Paſ, on knows a Cure, 
OO lt ben ; 
Never can my Torments ceaſe, 


Or my Joys return again; Ari 
Nor can Love, thoſe Wrongs redreſs, But 
- Which wnpitied I ſuſtain, An 


IV. Strange 


Miſce lun) Pokus. 283 


IV. 

Strange Contrarieties of Fate ! 
My tortur d Sou does proves... . . <7 

It neither can arrive at Hate, 
Nor e er find Eaſe in Love. 


N J. SIS SEES EIS ES Le Ee SI SLES DT 
0 11 * , | Jr P"YT: * k 


AuINTOR t PHILLI1s. 


H Phillis ! for your Sake I die, ns 
Ask me not the Reaſon why; 
Why I love, I cannot 1 | 7 WR 
No more, than why I'm fick or well: 
For Paſſion cannot be defin'd 
By Reaſon, but the Lover's Mind. 


* 
E 


That I muſt love, and you muſt hate, 
Are dark Arcanums of our Fate, 
But that 'tis Truth, too well Þ know, 
And finure Conſequence will ſhow, 


| OkkEsTrEs 


* 
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f 
562 I 5 
| ORESTES t0TPHIGENIA. 


3 \ 
1 OULD Iphigenia read my Heart, 
| She certainly would find 
Her Name inſeribd in ev'ry Part, * 
Sole Object of "gb Mind, | 
K. * 1 4 Wt . Fs A 
* < 


Not Sleep, the Type of Death, can bar 
Your Image from my View; 


In ev'ry Dream, you preſent” ate, 
Would I were ſo to In | 


ue. III. 
Aſleep, or wake, you. ſtill remain Wy 
The Lol of my Sul: I Th 
All foreign Objects are 2 Pain, Jt Or 
Where Love employs the Whole, Wi 


240 IV. Think 


* 1, 6 
, - EEE. — 5 
IV. N . 


Think then, oh think ! what F endure 
By acting ſuch a Part ; : 
Where each Civility, too F ure, 
Is Treaſon to my Heart. 


Na : aa 
PEAS SACS SSIS ADES SSD 04S . : 


Addreſs from Mann 70 Daus 
On New-Vears- Day. 


EE, where your humbleſt Slave does wait 
On Tou, his Sovereign, and his Fate, 
And begs you'd now pronounce his Doom 
Of future Bliſs, or Martyrdom. 


Whether, you'll by your Favour bleſs 
Th' enſuing Tear with Happineſs : 
Or, force me to begin it ſtill 
With Omens of ſucceeding Ill. 
Think 
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| Think upon your Promiſe made, 


Think! how long t has been delay'd; 


Three whole tedious ling ring Tear, 
Three Ages in Love's Kalendar: 

Think ! what cruel Shocks: F've born 

From your Indifference and Scorn. 


Sole Monarch l of a faithful Heart, 
No longer act the Tyrant's Part: 

If ſtill you louie, be now ſincere + 
Or, let your Hate at once appear, 
And frankly ſay, 7 love elſewhere. 

So will you be for ever free 

From my curs'd Importunity p 

And, by diſcloſing of my Fate, 
Redeem me from a belliſh Stare; 

A State ! ] can no longer bear, 

Nor will ſurvive another Year, 

Unfit to live, unfit to die, 

Twixt Hope, and Fear, and Fealonſy. 


The 
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The little Senſe J had is gone, 
And Frenzy fits on Reaſon's Throne. 


By the PaTRON of this Day, 

By your MORTAL SAINT I pray: 
By your Love, or by your HATE, 
I ConJURE you ſpeak my FATE. 


CEC EDETES Ne v eko cn ccf 


Anſwer from Dz11x' 70 ALEXIS. 


EAR Alexis juſter be 
To your faithful Heart and Me, 
And give not way to Jealouſy. 


II. 


Could my Heart, my Faith abuſe, 
Sure I'd ſomething worthy chuſe, 
And not a Nresch whom all refuſe, 


Ill. An 
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Alexic] well you know my Heart, 
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III. 


An Owl, a Deg, an Aﬀſe, a Bear, 
Would more deſirable appear, 
Than this Ohje& which you fear, 


IV. LEA. 


And know without Diſeniſe or Art, 

You reign ſole Lord in ev'ry Part. 
V. 

How can you then ſo cruel be, 


To torture one who Loves like me, 
With Dreams of Infidelity ! 
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AN ANAND DE ( A SAN AN AS AN AN An DA Nu Ip 
FOO OOO TOTO CO OO AARON. 


FHEILASTER tv Cai 


CELIA cannot you afford, 
One conſolatory Word? 
Muſt I fill the HBurthen bear, 


2 


Ever love, and yet deſpair? 
Never, never Comfort know ? a # 
Cruel Celia end my W 0; | 
Terminate at once my Fate, | | 
And let me hear you ſay, You Hate. if 
ttt tete | 
I 
The Same, to the Same. ö 
1 


. 


_ 
—  -_— 


| \ Heart once truly touch'd by Love, 


Can never from 1ts Centre move ; 


= — — — — ——— 2 


Gratitude and Int'reft may 
Compel Civility a Day: 
VU | 


T2 


+ < 
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But Love ! almighty Love controuls 
The hid Recefſes of our Souls. 

Oh were there Sympathy in Love ! 
What Wonders could my Paſſion prove! 
What Miſeries could I recount ! 
What Evils worſe than Death ſurmount ! 
Oh cruel Celia! cruel Fate! 

Would you could love, or I could hate 
How happy then we both might be, 


For ever hound, or ever free? 


But damn'd Eurypbilus ſhall ſure 
Partake the Torments I cndure ; 
Alone ! alone, I will not fall, 

His Eud ſhall grace my Funeral, 


th — 92 NOD 
1 
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The 
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The Amorous SHEPHERD. 
4 SONG. 


(C UEL Invader of my Reſt, 
Thou fatal bold intruding Gueſt, 
Thy new A/aults forbear : | 
Alas, I know, nor Health, nor Eaſe, 
My Life is grown a mere Diſeaſe, 


Abandon'd to Deſpair. 


II. 


When I the dear Deceiver view, 
can't forbear to think her true: 
B1 t abſent from my Eye, 
A thouſand anxious Fears ariſe, 
A thouſand racking Fealouſies, 

I Rage, I rave, I die. 


U 2 III. Alone 


K — — — — — — i... — _— 
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III. 
Alone I would thy Force elude, 
But Love delights in Solitude, 
And Doubt ſtill revels here; 
I ſeck Relief from Company, 
But-that affords no Charms to me, 
If Oyncbia is not there. 


IV. 
All Day I muſe, all Night I dream, 
My Faſſion is my conſtant Theme, 
Nor take I Food or Reſt - a 
I know and find my ſelf undone, 
Yet madly puſh my Ruin on, 
Though f/lighted and oppreſt. 
V. 


Oh Love ! thy wondrous Pow'r I own, 


Let now thy Clemency be ſhown, 
And Cynthia bear à Part: 


Tranfpierce her Breaſt with equal Flame, 


Or let me be my ſelf again, 
And take away thy Dart. 


SAPHO 
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cr 
SAPHO % PHAON. 


1 Sleeps, or is in Love, 
Will foe never! never move, 

Has ſhe fix d her reſtleſs Stone, 

Or ſtands ſhe ſtill to me alone ? 


Sixty Times the radiant Sun, 
His diurnal Courſe has run ; 
And ſixty Times the ſable Night, 
Did all to balmy Reſt invite; 
Since I've known, or Peace, or Foy, 5 
Or quiet Slumber clos'd my Eye c 
Thrice with ghaſtly Looks has Death, 
Made E ays to ſtop my Breath; 
Yet the wretched, ſtill he flies, 
And mocks a willing Sacrifice. 
Why, oh why ! is Death unkind? 
Since I no Compaſſion find; 


U 3 PHAON's 
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PHAoN's pitiful and free, 
To all, alas, to all, but me, 


Cruel Fo R TUN E, turn thy heel, 
And diſperſe this potent III; 

Let it circulate around, 

Till it has my PHA ON found. 
Make him rave and die for Love; 
Make his Object ſcornful prove; 

Make him feel what I endure ; 

Make him love without a Cure, 


Then oh ! then his Heart reclaim, 
And make him own my conſtant Flame. 


PE TEE 
The forſaken WI F k. 


\ Ethinks, 'tis ſtrange, you can't afford 
One pitying Look, one parting Word ; 
HUMANITY claims this as due, 


But what's HUMANITY to you. 
Cru? 
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Cruel Man ! I am not Blind, 
Your Infidelity 1 find ; 
Your want of Love, my Ruin ſhews 
My broken Heart, your broken Yows : 
Yet maugre all your rigid Hate, 
I will be TRuk in ſpight of Fate; 


And one Prebeminence [ll claim, 


To be for ever Hill the ſums. 


Shew me a Man that dare be TRUE, 
That dares to ſuffer what I do; 
That can for ever Sigh unheard, 
And ever Love without Regard. 
I then will own your Prior claim, 
To Loyvk, to HoNOUR, and to FAME: 
But *till that time, my Dear, adieu, 
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IV. The Modeſty of the Perſſan Women com , With the Aſſurance of 
the Exrapean Women. V. Of the Pore, the Romiſh Clergy, and tite In- 
. quiftion. VI. Ot the Deſue of old Women to be thought Young. VII. 
Ot the Indifference in which the French live with their Wives, of the 
various ſparping Ways of living there, and of the beſt Manner of pleaſing 
the French Women, VIII. The great Infuence the Ladies of France | 
have over the Statc/men. IX. A Deſcription of ſome Ladies brought up 
tor the Seraglio. X. Of the Staniſh Women, and of the requilite Conduct 
of the Women of Intrigue. XI. A remarkable Story of a Lady ſin the 
Atornt's Coumry, vrho on the Death of her Husband reſolved to burn her 
felt, and the Reaſons which altered her Reſolution. XII. The Art iſices ot 
the Mei, Company, and Mr. Law's Projects relating thereunto, de- 
tected and expoſed. Printed for T. Combes, at the Bible and Dore in 
Patcrniſicr-Row. 


